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ROBERT MONTGOMERY 



HIS REVIEWERS. 



The poems of Robert Montgomery have caused some 
stir in public opinion ; they hffve rapidly run through 
an unprecedented number of editions, and, altogether, 
produced deeper excitement, provoked more notice, 
and suddenly elicited more contemporary fame, than 
those of any poet since the death of Lord Byron; 
They have confirmed the favourable judgment and 
warranted the sanguine anticipations of those critics 
(^quorum pars fut) who in the jige Reviewed • hailed 
the promising dawn of a rising poet. What the authoc 
of this pamphlet thought of Mr. Montgomery's debdf, 
may be seen in the subjoined extracts from a Daily 

* I take fbr granted that tbii ponerTul JuTCDslian ilietch (for it 
ia but a sketch— the foot of the coming Hercules,) characterised u 
it is by great talent, and by many faults — b; much of the virtuoua 
indignation, and by coo much of Che censorious indiscretion of 
youth, ii Hr. KoberC Montgomery's. It has not been acknowledged 
by him, but it may be fairly inferred that he vould hare repudiated 
the ovmenhip so repeaCediy attributed to him, had k not been hU, 
Fnwfi of the owuer^ip might, indeed, be adduced. 
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2 KOBBRT HONTaOHEKT 

and also from a Weebljr paper*. In speaking of it, he 
frent farther than in vriting, for he boldly proclaimed 
to several persons, influential both in point of literary 
taste and literary property, — ' This is the only man 
who has appeared, since Byron^s death, capable — if 
lie desert not himself — of filling the vacant Parnassian 
chair.' 

The great popalarity of Mr. Robert Montgomery's 
next work, the Omnipreience of the Deity, which 
passed through ten editions with unequalled rapi- 
dity, demonstrated that the public, in no small mea- 
sure, eympathized with that appreciation and cor- 
roborated that verdict*. In none of Mr. Montgo- 
mery's subsequent works have I found occasion to 
revise or retract my original unbiassed judgment. Oa 
the contrary, they have coavinced me that the poet 
13 possessed oF that true, original, creative power 
vhicfa constitutes the mat6rid of a genius of the first 
order. His productions exhibit the mens divinior 
of true poetry ; and, great resources as Mr. Montgo- 
mery has already displayed — ^wonderfully great, con- 

■ ' Thii is a moat eztraordinuy Tork ; — a prodttction of the 
Ugheit order of poetical talent ; the pungencf and gripe of the ra> 
tire hare not iMen equalled giace the time of Byron or Pope ; the 
general attack on vice and follf ii dathing, tpirited, and triumph- 
ant ; and the poetical ritaperatioa tometimee riiM to the nibliiae, 
and is then perfectly appalling.' — Brilith TrmtUtT' 

* Aitoimding power of aatin, with a facility of venificatlon sel- 
ima KirpaMcd.' laddedhare anpnof on the uncalled for and too 
wide embrace of it! liUnary ceoniTei ; andlcondoded, ' Agsioat the 
anchor's moral dennnciatlont we have nothing to object ; In thit 
TCipect wo saytohim— "{peifc/nMte/'"— Amdoy riwM. 
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Bidering his youth,— it is manifest that even grester 
treasures are yet to be derived from the same poetical 
mine, when more matured experience shall hava 
enabled him to sink deeper shafls in its yet unexplored 
vein. This much has been elegantly and truly affirmed 
of his poetry : there is no immoral alloy in the brilliant 
ore he produces ; it is not necessary to disengage it 
from its arsenic, in order to give it steady value and 
circulation. 

Satan — boldly daring as the title and concep- 
tioD are — appears to me the best.of Mr. Montgomery's 
poems. It is at once more defined in outline, more 
magnificent in eHect, and more finished in detail; 
more affluent in imagery, and more vigorous in rea- 
soning, more lo^cally analytical in its thoughts, and 
yet more sonorously eloquent in its diction. The mo- 
nodramaiic diaracter of Satan has been eilher wil- 
fully or unintentionally mistaken. It is an original 
and unique creation of the poet, as much so as is 
the Prometheus of Greek tragedy. It is distinct 
from the coarse and vulgar Mephistophiles, the me- 
nial and harmless devil of Marlow ; — nor is it less 
distinct from the devilish sceptic, Goethe's Me- 
phistophiles— devilish in everything, whether mirthful 
or scoffing — whether he depreciates, despises, or 
detests. His self-concentered and self-torturing re- 
search are equally distinct from the too elevated pride 
and the too godlike sublimity of 'Milton^s hero,'^ 
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4 BOBERT UONTaOHERY 

and still more so from the character of Lord Byron's 
Lucifer — a spirit dephlogisticated of his vulgar elemea- 
taryflames, and nearly as innocent of bad intentioDS 
^Cain, p. 16) as the nonchalant and quiet-loving gods 
of Lucretius. Mr. Montgomery's Satan is a deeply- 
reasoned abstraction, logically and metaphysically con- 
sistent — a person ificatioD of the greatest of the arch- 
angels fallen — still vividly alive to the perceptions of 
eternal beauty — not fallen in intellect, though debased 
in morals, — and therefore more intensely wrung with 
remorse and despair for the ambitious folly which di- 
vorced him so irrevocably from the ' foir and good.' 
' Besides the above mistake, which seems to call for 
early explanation, an extraordinary collision of opinion 
among the critics has been caused by this work — a 
collision stimulating to curiosity and worthy of inquiry. 
In plain truth, night and day were never more opposed 
than some of the critical strictures of contemporary 
writers, which will be found set forth, in their strongest 
contrasts of light and shade, in the course of the 
succeeding examination. The discrepancy has given 
occasion to this commentary. How and whence 
does it arise ? Unwilling to impute motives to any 
gentleman connected with the critical bench of the 
commonwealth of letters, while I disclmm them my^ 
self, the inquiry is, as it were, forced upon the reading 
public — how comes it, that of two equally-judging and 
unbiassed persona (for such I am bound, by courtesy 
and custom, to conuderlbem in the first instance), 
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AND HIS RSnEWERS, 5 

one sbould pronounce the shield of Haco to he gold, 
the other maintaio it to be lead ? Is thkrb no vs- 

TARTINO STANDARD OF CRITICAL TASTE AKD LAW? 

If there be not, the whole ' pride, pomp, and circum- 
stance ' of criticism are worse than useless. It must^ 
however, be confessed, that, besides the wish to 
obtain some decision on this point, I have thas far a 
personal feeling; in the inquiry, that my taste as a 
reader, and my judgment as a critic, are committed 
in the question. My opinion has been so publicly 
and unequivocatingly pronounced, that my character 
for the above qualifications must stand by the ver> 
diet in favour of Mr. Robert Montgomery's admitted 
pre-eminence, or fall with his fall to a lower grade 
than his admirers are willing to admit — that of 
the common * mob of poets ; ' * a low grade iit 
regard to the extraordinary number of its partici- 
pators, bnt not so in regard to the extraordinary 
average merits of each individual of the class. The 
public judgment, conferring" eminence, as it were, by 
acclamation on Mr. Montgomery, is also compromised. 
Personally, I am no further interested in the question, 
When I gave the preceding quoted opinions on the 
latent merits of the author of the j^ge BevUived I 
neither knew his name nor his person ; I could not, 
therefore, be interested by any feeling but that of an 
adherence to truth. In fact, the approval was de- 
cidedly against my interest. To those who are familiar 

• ' Tntba, emm, lumus.' — Horace.. 
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vith the proprietary diplomacy of the repabtic of 
letters, and tiiie confiictiog mterestg it creates and 
guards, this hiat will be enou^, and I shall add no 
more. I merely refer to the subject to show that, hav- 
ing preferred truth to interest, as one of the jurymen 
on this great question— H:laimiDg, in conformity with 
English law, to be final judge of the jndge, I cannot 
be challenged, on the score of partiality or venality. 
I stand * rtdat in carta.' So far it is an auspicions. 
angury for the weight of such evidence as it may be 
my province to adduce in Mr. Montgomery's favour, 
that, in adducing it, I cannot be accused or suspected 
of even the amiable bias of private friendshipj — amis- 
hie, I say, though not strictly just ; although evea 
Ulysses, when urged, by the wrong of malicious and 
envious detraction to a general challenge of the 
Phoenicians, excepts his friend : 

With aH but brave Lacxismas contend — "^ 
A/aemt it taered; and I style him ftiend. 

The private question is. Was I, although impartial, 
wrong in judgment when giving this unequivocal 
^d disinterested opinion? The general question 
js, Was the public wrong, which almost instantly con- 
firmed it P Great names in literature have pronounced 
Robert Montgomery to be a great and original poet. 
Were these also wrong P Shall the new and splendid 
idol, whose future golden head was even predicted, 
when only the silver torto was apparent, be' unpedes- 
tailed from its niche in the temple of Fame, and de- 
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dared to stand only on feet of bate metal and pe- 
riahable clay ? 

The mnltipUcation of attacks on Mr. Montgomery 
since I began this appeal, induces me to add a fetr words 
to these pre&tory remarks. How has Mr, Montgo* 
mery offended ? may be asked by men of probity, whom 
fortune happily has preserved from worldly knowlerlgo 
of the social rancourwith which worldlinesi is imbued. 
I will tell them briefly ; he has offended envy deeply 
by talent and success. Talent alone is an offence \ but, 
combined with success, anpardonahle. His youth has 
been declared to be a crime ; it appears to be a greater 
crime that a youth should adore his God. Altogether 
this is a dire accumulation of offence ! But the pile ii 
not complete — his name is Montgomery. Here, I am 
afraid, nothing will wash out the Ethiopian spot. 
Should he deny, disguise, or withhold his name P Or 
should he seek more favouring sympathy from some 
of his anonymous assailants by assuming another ? 
Imitation is an insinuated compliment, and may earn 
a return. 

It is said that some of the gentlemen who have 
lately attacked him have hitherto been his warmest 
admirers and friends. They are not their friends who 
impute to them the breach of friendship. But this I 
do not believe ; little minds were never friendly to 
great, nor bad writers to good : it is against the nature 
of thingSi 

It is a curious circumstance, that all the more vio- 
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8 BOBBBT HONTOOHZRT 

lent oF Mr. Moatgomery's ^letter ciitical asaailanU 
concur in the confession of envy as their motive. Not 
leas than three or four begin with this reasoning : Here 
is Mr. Montgomery, a young man suddenly acquir- 
ing unusual public favor, when so many talented indivi- 
duals are suffering the pangs of obscurity ; therefore, 
we hate, we are indignant, &c. &c. ; and it comes to 
this, we must pull him iov/n, per faaetnefas. But iti& 
a still more curious circumstance, that Dennis, and 
the heroes of the Dunciad, admitted the same unwor- 
thy motive of envy as the cause of their combined at- 
tack on Pope. Here is a similar passage from Den- 
nis*, who had previously affirmed that he attacked 
the Essay on Criticism on account of the ' approba* 
tion it met with.' 

' I can safely affirm that I never attacked his writ- 
ings unless they had success infinitely beyond their 
merit. This, though an empty, has been a popular 
scribbler. The epidemic madness of the times has 
given him reputation,' 

Now Dennis was really a man of talent, and a critic 
well versed in critical laws, ashehasshowninhis forci- 
ble and just critique on that tame and cold, but elabo- 
rate performance, Addison's Cato. He therefore sinned 
against his conscience when he made his justice subser- 
vient to his passions in censuring Pope; and notwith- 
standing his talent, his injustice reacted on himself, and 
finally crushed him. Another curious circumstance is 
* Preface to Deonis'i Reniarki on Fi^'i Homer. 
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that almost all the verbal Ecumlities which have been 
veDted Oil Montgomery by bis aogry assailants, 'cox- 
comb, ass, nincompoop,' &c., of which a pretty Uterary 
bouquet might be collected, are the same as those 
which were lavished on Pope, who, among other 
names, as appears from the preface to the Dunciad, 
had been called ' a little affected hypocrite, a beast, 
a wild beast, a monster, a wild Indian, a Jesuit, an 
ass, a monk, a little ass, a hunch-backed toad,' and 
a * crocodile.' His writings are ' insipid,' — ' wretched 
rhapsody,' — * heap of common-place;' his thoughts 
are 'crude' and 'lame evasions,' his verse 'limping/ 
and his ' diction obscure,' &c. &c. * 

Yet what has been the result of this phrenzied vi- 
tuperation of bustling littleness ? Pope's fame remains 
unsullied and untouched, while the luckiest of the 
conspiring calumniators have found shelter in obli- 
vion from the eternal gibbet of their colleagues. ' Ok I 
in rebus intaie ! ' 

Dismissing these personalities, it is my intention, in 
the succeeding pages, to show, First, That there is an 
invariable standard of admitted and long-established 
critical law, by the test of which all works ought to 
be tried, and by which the sentences of contemporary 
reviewers ought to be governed; and, Second, That, 
tried by such test, Mr. Montgomery must be admit- 
ted to belong to a high grade in poetical literature. 
In order to de6ne and settle this grade, it will be ne- 
■ Preface to the Dirndad. 
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cessary to prove the merit of his writinga by internal 
evidence, and by briaging them to the test of compar 
risOD with preceding or existing poets. But first, in 
Older to clear the ground, with the above view of de- 
finitively marking out his relative poetical position, it 
will be requisite to subvert or annul the arguments of 
those critical antagonists to his poetical station, whom, 
coldly supine, or probably nonexistent at the first pro. 
mising dawn of his reputation, the light and heat of 
his progressive rise to the zenith appear to have ani- 
mated or engendered. 

When first wit's sun too powerfal beams displays 
He dr&ws up vapours which obscure its rays; 
But e'en those clouds at last adorn its way. 
Reflect new glories, and augment the day. 
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I BSLiEVE it may be asserted, without fear of contra* 
dictioD, that the Judgment of criticism on Mr. Mont- 
gomery's poems, up to the period of the publication 
of Satan, was all but unanimous. There were some 
exceptions to that unanimity, io quarters of little 
weight, after the success of hia poems had demon- 
strated, that public favor concurred with the accla- 
mation of critical distinction. A different fate ha» 
attended the publication of Satan, which, notwith- 
standing some few defects, (and what mortal work can 
be without them ? — for 

Whoever hopes a perfect work to see, 

Hopes what ne'er was, nor is, nor e'er can be) — 

ia superior to the others in the originality and sub- 
limity of its conception, but more especially in the 
profuse power exhibited in its execution. But the 
judgments of the critics upon it are diametrically op- 
posed — a suspicious phenomenon, worthy of investi- 
gation ; for free as the literary republic is and should 
be, the whole reading public are interested in prevent- 
ing the predominance of anarchy. 

When too authoritiet are np. 
Neither »upreme, how soon Cot^ution 
May enter 'twict the gap of both I 

The London LUe^rary Gazette is opposed, on this 
occasion, to the Edinburgh Literary Journal; and 



iizodb, Google 



12 SOBBBT UONTCOUBRT 

Frater't Magazine to the Imperial'. Many others 
have laboured hard to shew the veBomous potency of 
their criticisms ; but it would be mercy to let them rest 
in obUvioQ, distinguished as they are for nought bat 
their intrinsic want of preponderance, when weighed 
against the all but uniform decision of the town 
and provincial press. The warring influences are 
probably as unequally matched as those which con- 
tended on the plains of IlUum; but the feeble may, 
at least, * show fight ' in both cases, incited by the 
god of poetry on the one side, and the goddess 
of science and criticism on the other. The Edin- 
burgh Literary Journal, reviewing Satan, says, that 

* AiQiing other contrasts I might have opposed the Edinburgh 
Literary Gaxelle to the Dvilin Lilerary Gaxetle, but without calU 
ing iDtU question their reUtive talents, this would only useleitsly en- 
large the field of iniiuiry. It U not for the eake of giving undue im~ 
porlance to Fraser't Magazine and the Edinburgh Lilerary Joumaly 
that I conGne myself in this section of my subject to them, but be- 
cause, first, they are really the most talented of all Montgomery's 
atsailanta ; second, they concentrate all the charges which theothera 
bring ag^nst him, and thereby save me the trouble, and the reader 
the irksomeness, of a devioui chase after various literary insects, 
irbicli, after all, it might be deemed unmanly to cmih; for — 

Who breaks a butterfly upon the wheel ? 
Again ; these two pei-iodicals are appealed to by their friends, with 
ahouts of triumph, as the most able and triumphant of Sir, Blont- 
gomery's adversaries— as, in short, settlingthe question. It is to bo 
hoped that the other minor reviewers and magazine -writers who 
hare attacked him, will be so polite as to permit my marahalling their 
more light-armed squad of reasonings under these Curipheei. Of 
a few, not wishing to speak ill of the dead, I shall say nothing. It 
would be still more cruel to express harshness against some which 
■re even now suffering the pangs, and emitting the death-rattle ol 
departing life ; or against others, whose hopdessly luipended aiUnUt- 
tion DO effort of any Humane Society could restore. 
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Mr. Montgomery's sins are ' vagueoess and bom- 
bast.' The critic admits that some parts of Mr. 
Montgomery's poetry are ' decidedly above par; ' and 
that be has, beyond a doubt, a portion of the divine 
affiabu; he extracts some noble passages, 'Byron 
at Rome/ and the ' Dying Painter ; ' and he sums up 
his view by affirming, that Mr. Robert Montgomery is 
to be ' classed among the minor aajriranU for poetical 
reputation,' — a boon imparted, doubtless, as a &vor. 
but conveying, in fact, a terrible - sentence : for, as 
Horace says, neither gods nor men can tolerate poetical 
mediocrity ; and to be classed among 

The mob of gentlemen nho write with ease, 
is a favor which individuals of far less intellectual 
calibre than Mr. Robert Montgomery, preferring utter 
obscurity, would (howbett, good-humouredly and with 
polite thanlcs) repel. Such a repudiation would be 
echoed, I apprehend, by a larger number of well-read 
and well-judging, though not scribbling persons, than 
the horn-blowers of this age of inflated pretence 
would give credit for being in existence. The coteries 
have httle knowledge of the limitless worlds of thinking 
intensity which exist beyond the narrow boundaries 
of their little twinkling orbits. Pas inline Acad^i- 
cien, is a self-denying boast, which multitudes of 
vigilant, but silent, unswayed and unswayable critics 
would glory in sharing wilh Piron. 

The opinion of the Edinburgh LUerary Journal has 
been stated. Hear now the opposite testimony of the . 
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Lemdou Literary Gazette- — a tatimooy of andoubted 

eaperiority, derived from talent, inSneDce, the expe- 
rience resulting from a long and prosperoua career, 
and the responsibility adhering to success *. 

" To aim at the highest honours of literature and 
the highest flight of genius, is an attempt in which 
even to fail vould be a proud distinction. But Mr. 
Montgomery has displayed wonderful powers ; and if 
be has sunk at all, it has been beneath the over* 
whelming magnitude and sublimity of bis subject. 
Can we doubt that our illustrations will greatly exalt 
the already high reputation of the youthful author?" 

What the nature of that reputation is, in the opinion 
of the editor, may be seen in the following extract 
from his review of the Ommpresence. 

' We have no hesitation in ranking The Omnipre- 
fence of the Deity in the very highest class of English 
sacred poesy. It reflects a new lustre on the name of 
Montgomery ; and well deserves the utmost favour, 
both of religious and poetical readers. He has the 
soul to attempt, and the capacity to reach, the nobler, 
the noblest, inspirations of the Muse. On our part, 

* The cool judgment, ugBciou) tact, nnpurchueable truth, uul 
BMoly tijn» of ihs Timti, hare beea equally enliited in &Ir. Motitg»- 
mery'afarorwith the HDrstianplayfulneu and >e>rchiiig keeuneu of 
thia literary periodical, of which it is but juit to add (etpecially with 
reference to tereral yean put), that u it nerer allow* politieal con. 
NderationatocotinirormiadiTeGt it* critiques, so the most mitroicopie 
eye of jealou* unitiDy cannot detect in ihem a proprietary iafluflDce 
— a great pnuaa, when its great proprietary naka and aaiiiaiioiu 
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we Bie fi«e to say, that in this eSusion, Mr. Montg»> 
tneiy, yet a very young man, has attained a pitch of 
excellence far beyond vhat even his warmest friends 
could have anticipated within so short a period. It is 
indeed a magnificent and sublime composition ; and 
if there are still to be detected some of the crirical 
imperfections incident to early years, they are id- 
finitely more than atoned for by the beauty and genius 
of the whole.' 

Proceed we now to the next pair of literary duellists, 
whose battle is to preserve or snatch away his god- 
created arms from our new poetical Patroclus, or to 
descry where the unfitting Achillean panoply may " let 
to Fate.' Frazer'a Toien and Country Magazine, in the 
midst of many vague and vaguely- ordered objections, 
senses Mr. Montgomery ' of running after, and 
catching hold of thinly -tcattered idetu' ' Now,' adds 
the critic, 'this last is evident in all Mr. Montgomery's 
writings ; and he has come forward a half>educated 
young man, and one, consequently, but crvdely con~ 
tfructed in his mind, to speak to us, and instruct ua 
in the high duties enjoined us by our religion — the 
high themes of revelation, of first sin, of atonement, 
of redemption, and a future life.' 

On the other hand, the Imperial JUagaxine, con- 
ducted by an editor not less excellent as a moral 
writer, than impartial and discriminating as a critic, 
and moreover, not anonymous, says : — 

' His (Mr. Montgomery's) reaioaingt are dear 
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and naturalf his feelings impaaiioned, indignaDt, an^ 
hamane ; his accusations against Britons more thaa 
merited, and his linet dignified, glowing, and harmo- 
niout. His description of India is Full of vigour^ Her 
mountains, capabilities, and the superstitions of her 
inhabitants, arc encircled with wreaths of poetic lau- 
rels. Ancient Rome rises before us in hoary gran-^ 
deur, and the mind is a^vakened to pensive reflection, 
on contrasting her former with her present d^rade(i 
state.' 

The editor then quotes lines which be pronounced 
to be ' majestic' and ' awful ;' others as marked by 
* felidtous compotition;' others B|3 distinguished by 
* inimitable pathos;' and he sums up his analysis 
with these words :— 

i ' This poem embraces a vast fund of materials, 
which are at once diversified and important. The 
sentiments are bold, masculine, and energetic. The 
language is always harmonious, frequently eleganti 
and sometimes sublime. It is a work which geniui 
may be proud to own, and one which will augment,- 
rather than diminish, the author's reputation.' 

Having submitted this extraordinary collision to the 
reader, I may be permitted to add, that in order not to 
distract and tire his attention, I have refraitied from 
widening the sphere and deepening the shadows of 
the contrast, by not bringing the Omnipresence, as" 
nell as Satan, into the arena, and by limiting thei 
tiiters to four, Afler this be will probably agree with 
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me, that there must be ' somethiog more in tliis thao 
natural, if philosophy can find it oat.' Difficulty of 
decision on abstruse subjects, or io embryo arts, has 
been the usual shelter of ordinary minds in ordinary 
cases from the justly-merited public laugh ; 
Who shall decide when doctors disagree ? 
But in a case like criticism, which has settled and re- 
cognised laws to refer to — which begins by SipetUio 
principii — its superior competency to instruct the in- 
structed, in a nation where the ' schoolmaster' ia so 
conspicuously ' abroad,' — whose essence (or it is a 
useless impertinence) is a law-supported unity of 
judgment — in such a case, to exhibit so glaring a dis- 
unity, is, to say the least of it, not very reputable, 
nor calculated to obtain much public respect. 

But men of judgment may take different views, and 
honourably differ. Granted. It will be readily ad- 
mitted, that the highest poetical genius is a. scarce 
endowment, and its appearance a rare occurrence : 
Like angel visits — few and far between. 

It, moreover, addresses itself (and must of neces- 
sity, in the first instance) to the superior few — the in- 
tellectual minority. Hence the limited chances of 
discovering the first heliacal emersion of a new poetical 
star from the lower belt of the vulgar horizon. But 
the reading public are jealous, and ought to be so, of 
the visual competency and vigilance of its critical 
guide. The critic's character implies this competency 
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and valance. The critic shoald at least have an tjm 
capable of diacerniDg the real advetU, and rejectiag 
the tpurwtt* avatar. 

. Criticism, which spontaneously undertakes, oughtnot 
to fail in this duty ; since it is provided, as stated, with 
unerring lavUf by which to guide its decisional Should 
it fail in neglect of, or in opposition to these laws, and 
be equivocal or contradictory, what is to be inferred, but 
either that the above laws are rejected through spleen, 
or neglected through ignorance, ot (a worse alterna- 
tive) that some undue influence is operating on the 
critic's judgment ? Objections, at all events, might be 
politely made ; not only as harshness, flippancy, or 
insult, naturally produce retorts as harsh, and cause 
suspicion, but as they betray or excite angry feeling — 
a feeling totally at variance with the essential property 
of criticism — cahn and unimpassioned judgment :— 

Tis not enou{^ your counsel shonU be true; 
Blunt truths uKire mischief than two fiilsehoods do ; 
Without good breeding truth is disapproved ; 
That only makes superior sense beloved. 

Besides politeness and good breeding, some of Mr. 
Montgomery's assailants appear to me wanting in an* 
other quality, requisite to the due relishing of his works. 
The subjects chosen by Mr. Montgomery, as they em- 
brace the highest point of the sublime, so they require 
B steady elevation, difficult to all but the true poet, 
and liable to be mistaken by some readers, as well as 
Vriters, for inflation. Sympathy with the writer and 



iizodb, Google 



AMD HIS BinnrcKs. 19 

Ms subject are tenseqaently requisite. All the stuid- 
srd writers oo criticism, Bod espectally Longiaus (on 
the Snblime, section 7), teach, that in order to relish 
or appreciate the more elevated beauties of an author, 
Ae reader must prepare himself by feeling or awaking 
Ais sympathy, Without this prepared feeling, many 
^ Shakspeare's sublimest passages would appear tur- 
pd and infiated. Pope says to the same effect — 

A perfect judge will read each work of wit 
In the iame fpirit irhich the author writ 

And again, 

Nor lose for each maltgnanf, dull delight, 
Tia gen'roua feeling to be pleased with wit. 

From the highest reviews, on account of their origi- 
nal sin, an ineradicable political purpose — from the 
lowest, on account of ignorance or venality — little of 
just criticism could be expected by common sense. 
But from the middle class of reviews, appositely 
placed between the froth and the dregs, the public do 
expect (and in some splendid instances are not dis- 
appointed) the robust virtue and nourishing vigour of 
mdependent truth. But when, in a review of this 
class, an editor possessing so fearfully responsible a 
name as Mr, Campbell, can, with the nonchalant 
■implicity, or intmLciant frankness of a matter of 
course, admit, as he has done lately, that he scarcely 
dipped into a most important work, to the deceptive 
(therefore) criticism of which he lends his great name 
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"that be, moreover, struck outnjiui censnre (in hii 
view just) in order to favour a friend; anA that, ia 
doing BO, he indirectly contributed (I take his own 
view still) to back-stab, as it were, under a cloak, the 
feelings and fame of an excellent and unprotected 
woman*, — surely the most incredulous of critical dete- 
noration will no longer deny belief to so signal a con- 
fession, and admit that there is ' something rotten in 
the state' of criticism, which calls for the probe or the 
scalpel — for immediate exposure or excision, in order 
to restore its wbolesomeness, and effect a radical cure ! 
At all events, it is not wonderful that, under such cir- 
cumstances, criticism — as noble an effort of discrimi- 
nating taste, as the higher poetry is of creative genius, 
and of which Pope justly says — 

Tis hard to say if greater want of sWll 
Appear in writing, or in jacking ill ; 
But of the two, lets dangerous is the offence 
To tire our patience, than mislead our sense — 

should have fallen latterly into disrepute. One of the 
results is, that criticism is often wrongfully suspected ; 
and another, cammercially more important, has been 
often pressed upon private conviction, that the 
large and increasing body of the Independent reading 
public (probably more competent to form a correct 
opinion than the middle class of periodical critics 

• The rMult hu been incon^itently comuiieiit — a wild p>Iinad;r, 
vhich every friend of Mr. CsmpbeU, as veil aa himself, muit wiih 
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themselves, aiace the latter are often compelled to 
write invita Minerva, urged by the claims of dutf, 
or the goads of necessity,) either reject the evidence 
of critics altogether, or judge of the pubUcations they 
notice, not by their comments, but by their extracts. 
Nay, ofterij as I have reason to know, they refuse to 
purchase boolis recommeDded by this class of critics, 
merely because they come recommended from a sus- 
pected source. Criticism thus defeats itself; it is 
curtailed of its legitimate influence in befriending 
merit or repressing pretension. This is a considera- 
tion ^hich should * give us pause.' It is, at all 
eventS) worthy the attention of publishers, whose 
pocket it afiects, since the expensive lever to which 
they have hitherto trusted for moving public opinion, 
either by elevating their own publications, or depress- 
ing those of their rivals which might clash with Ihem, 
is either powerless at present, or rapidly becoming so. 
Let them not deceive themselves. The complicated 
mechanism of this process is now clearly seen by the 
most uninformed of that lai^e purchasing class to 
whom I have referred, and with whom it is their 
especial interest to stand well. There is no argu- 
ment so cogent as one that addresses itself to the 
purse ; and since publishers will soon be compelled, 
by the instinct of interest, to change their tack, in 
trying to catch the gales of public favour, there is good 
ground for hope, that the evil of modern criticism, its 
unsteadiness — whether traceable to corruption, care- 
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leesnets, hsste, or iDCompetency — ^will care itselF. 
But however this may be, the fact of the deterioratioB 
and invalidation of criticism in pabltc esteem can have 
escaped no one that has mixed in generally intelligent 
•nd well^edncated society, commercial or otherwise^ 
So extraordinary a discrepancy as that which I have 
laid before the public is calculated to shalie what little 
relic of popular confidence might remain id so vacil- 
lating a guide. Here are two judges having the same 
nncomphcated and unerring laws to direct them — and 
the sentence of one is guilty ; of the other, not guiltt. 
Nayl one says that the accused is a criminal, and 
deserves death ; the other, that he is a hero, and de- 
serves a crown. If two judges sitting in juxtaposition, in 
Westminster HaU^ were to give such sentences, what 
would be said or thought of them ? Sotvuntur risu 
tabula. If two Turkish cadis were to give judgment 
after this feshion, it would probably be inferred, that 
one of them had partaken too plentifully of forbidden 
wine, or too sparingly (to satisfy a cadi's auri sacrtt 
famet) of equally- forbidden fees. Yet discrepancy 
on minor points (though not so vital a collision) 
may well be pardoned to the legal decisions of our 
courts, since the law is in some cases at variance with 
itself. But it is not so with criticism. It has no in- 
ternecine principles. Its laws have been long ascer- 
tained ; they are few and simple. They have been 
determined by reason, admitted by common sense *, 
' ■ It 11 omnmoiilr thanglit that tUi pliraM, used with iu ordinarj 
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stapported by ancient precedent, and est&btislted by 
modem example. It would be pedantic, ia a publi- 
cation of this nature, to refer, in proof of tbe exist* 
ence of a perspicaous, precise, and invariable stamo- 
uui OF CRITICISM, to Aristotle or to Longinus, to 
Qointilian or to Horace; to Bossu or to Boileau; 
but excuse will not. be necessary, while addressing 
English readers, for appealing to English authorities 
on this head. Burke forcibly says, while affirming 
the existence of a settled standard of critical taste, 
' It is probable that the standard of reaaon, as well as 
taste, ia the same in all human creatures ; for if there 
were not some priociples of judgment, as well as of 
tentiment, common to all mankind, no hold could pos- 
Bibly be taken either of their reason or their passions, 
sufficient to maintain the ordinary correspondence of 
Jife.' — (Burke on Tarte, page 1.) 

Here he impresses a moat important inference on 
the mind, as eorrelatively dependent on the main argu- 
ment, namely, that a defect in the crUical judgment^ 
as to the fitness, proportion, order, and chtu-acter of 
Ae subjects submitted to its discrimination, would 
fend to argue a parallel defect, in the moral judg- 
ment, as to right and wrong. The standard, accord- 
ing to bim, therefore, is not only fixed and invariable, 
but the necessity of its canons being so, is of vii(d 

rignificstion, ii peculiarly EngUali, ta at leut modmn ; but Juvenal 
ows the words " communia leiifiu" with ■pctdudy die tame 
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and eafkoUc importance fo the unleamud, as well aa to 
ilte learjud. Agttin, Pope has founiled his elegant, 
compact, and highly polished Enay on CriHcism on 
the stability end immutability of such a standard. 
Among others of his terse and perspicuous distichs 
on this theme, he has the following, which are at once 
replete with point, and in point. 

Ye, then, whose judgment the right course would steer. 

Know well each ancient's proper rfarac(w ; 

"Rw fable, tubjeet, scope, in every page — 

Religion, country, genius of his age. 

"Without all these at once before your eyes. 

Cavil you may, but never criticise. 

Learn tience for ancient rule* a just esteem ; 
To copy Nature is to copy them. , 

Essai/ on Cnticiam. 

These rules {sack is the common consent of all our 
best writers on. the sidiject) of nature sanctified by 
art, must be applied to the Plot or Fable, the Cha- 
BACTEB or Chakacters, the Sentiments, Diction, 
and Moral of every Poem*. 

Such is the law of criticism; Hhe practice has been 
shown. But neither the reader nor myself will be 
much surprised at the discrepancy caused by the new 
opponents to Mr, Montgomery's reputation, when 
I am bold enough, and without fear of contradiction^ 

■ Addiaon bB!i goTemed hiinaelf rigidly by tbe Iswi dependent ou 
thii critical eCandard, in his excellent critique on Slilton. JahnsDii 
nerec lotei *iglit of tbem. 



iizodb, Google 



AND 11T3 REVIEWERS. 29 

to state, that neither the Edinburgh LUerary Journal, 
HOT Frater^s Magazine (which in talent are far supe- 
lior to the other objectors, and in substance condense 
all their objections), make the least reference to the 
authority of those critical laws without which it is 
morally impossible to arrive at a f^r and legitimate 
judgment. They neither refer to them, nor defer to 
them ; to them it would appear that they are either 
nonexistent, or effete and obsolete. They may, in- 
deed, have knowingly rejected their authority as too 
cramping and slavish a yoke for the modern * march 
of mind.' But in rejecting these restraints of art, 
it has been shown, on good authority, that they equally 
reject the dictates of nature and good tense. Do I 
impute critical corruption, or sinister motive, to these 
gentlemen, as a means of accounting for what must be 
pronounced, according to the foregoing premises, at 
least, Ml obliquity of judgment ? Far from it. Criti- 
cism has become corrupted ; it has either abdicated 
or obliterated its first principles ; and these critics 
merely float with the corrupted stream. They hold a 
brief; their brief was to condemn ; and they proceed 
to do so In the modern dashing, off-hand style, i. e. a 
few general censures, ex caihedrd — a few reasons like 
those ungallantly called women's — I dislike because I 
dislike — ' stet pro ratione voluntas' — a few quota- 
tions of passages, pronounced bad on the critic's ipse 
dixit ; and a few (often melancholy) jokes. I have 
looked carefully into the materials of these reviews ; 
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argument and togic were not, perhaps, to be expected, 
nor are they fouDd ; but tbey scarcely contai n a single 
reason, or process of reasoning ; they contain a few 
bald opinions, but unsupported by authority, and 
without reference to a single critical principle. Sur- 
prising as this may seem, it ia probable, that if readers 
would be at the pains to analyse them, nine hundred 
ftnd ninety-nine, out of every thousand critiques, 
would be found to be 'got up' in the same slovenly 
or delusive manner. It may be replied, that it was 
not the intention of the writers to produce a format 
critique, which teouldnot be read, but to write an 
amusing paper, which would. Then let such papers 
be avowed as humorous essays ; let them appear 
as ironical philippics against personal adversaries, 
and not foisted on the public as cautious judgments ou 
daborate or popular works, with a view to direct its 
judgment (a calm, unimpoisioned quality') in the par- 
chase or non-purchase of such works. This is not 
&ir either towards the public, the author, or the pub- 
lisher, whose property being embarked, may consider 
ihat which is Jiin to the ' off-hand cutters up,' as 
Seatk to him. A light, witty, and humorous essay is, 
undoubtedly, a good thing in its place, and will as 
undoubtedly contribute to sell the magazine or perio- 
dical in which it may appear, better than a dry cri- 
tique, according to rule. This is the ' cause effective,* 
probably, why we are treated occasionally — in the midst 
of a more sober banquet, with the enfremeta and Hon 
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efeettvret of what are termed ' qitiziical cutlingt up,* 
or 'Jimny damnations of books,' These things raise 
a laugh — perhaps the wind; but it is questioaable 
D'hether they always effect one meditated result, that 
of depressing the wares of a rival publisher; and mach 
more questionable, whether they raise the ultimately 
profitable character of the critical periodical in which 
they appear. On the contrary, pure, uncolored, and 
just criticism has been found by experience, in works 
of the most opposite political principles, to ' pay best* 
by raising that respected character which brings cus- 
tom and profit. Honeaty in this, as ia other affairs, 
(to use one oiihn self-betraying proverbs of merconhfe 
athnsm) is the best policy *. At all events, since 
the prejudgment and laughing down of some obnoxious 
wight is not criticism — since there is no necessity 
that the jokes should * waste their perfume' on a 
desert, being readily collected into an essay, or re- 
absorbed, as a reserve for future occasion, into the 
writer's common-place book — since the said ob- 
noxious wight could be shortly and easily dismissed 
as guilty (if guilty), according to critical law, and the 
book purchaser warned against the delinquent, without 
being ' mystified,' — the whole is a work of superero- 

* Thi> proverbial ' fallaiy' means — Be just in your dealinjfs, not 
for the saice of Qod, nor oF honor, nnr of rirtuej but of inlereit. 

Be jiiit vhicil ttie law, by the way, comp»ii your fear %o be — ia 

order to turn your neighbour to prqfit by a. tricky thoaof tlaraeler. 
A Utter Btire 1 

C3 
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gatioD. It is worse ; it is an abiiegatioa of the critical 
character, for which the cheap and easy langh, pro- 
voked by ridicule, is a poor compensation ; of which 
laugh, Ja\-enal, with the laugh oa his side, retortingly 
says, 

Facilis rigidi cuivis censura caohinni-^ ~ 
and Pope, with murderously contemptuous spirit, — 
All fools have still an itching to deride. 
And Sua would be upon the laughing side ! 

The wit and humour of this modem school of cri- 
tique in the inventors • no one will be so splenetic as 
to deny ; few forbear laughing with the laugher. The 
flagellated may even deserve the Sagellation ; but that 
does not absolve the flagellator from the charge of 
using unlawful instruments. The worst of these quiz- 
zing ' cuttings up"" is, that they produce numerous 
imitations, which are, almost without exception, bad; 
the servum pecus retaining the spiteful will to pollute, ■ 
but emasculating and impotentializing the jokes. So 

* The invention belongs decidedly to the most powerful, most 
- witty, und, generally Rpeolcing, with Home marked and selected ex- 
ceptions, most jiiBt in its literary critiquei of all the magazlnea, 
Slaekwood'i. This ii a tribiita of trulh I hara uniformly paid it, — 
■gain omtisry to my interests, — though differing with the politics 
of its conductors. It contains the real and mibstantial stuff of mind, 
vlietlier serious or humorous. Having pointed out the fountain 
evil, the * fons malomm' of modern criticism, the reader will, I 
hope, eicnse my preaing the fact of my own disinterested impar- 
tiality, in the cbantcter of a literary juryman, on his notice. 
* Let the galled jade wince: my idthers are nnwrung.' 
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things go OD ' from bad to worse.* Meanwhile, cri- 
ticism becomes as totally divested of principles and 
rules as if they were not its only constitaent and vital 
elements — its este and Hspoate; and the critic, satisBed 
with the ' opima spolia* of his buSbonery, laughter, 
and pay, is willing to let fun pass for criticism, though 
he cannot but know (hat he is neglecting his most 
sacred duties to his employer, to the author, to the 
public — even to himself — for, ' in these cases, we stilt 
have judgment here,' — by not judging and sentencing 
according to law. 

It may, indeed, be doubted, whether ridicule of a 
more uncontaminated character ought to be introduced 
into criticism. But that would exclude, will be said, 
the seasoning, the sauce piquante of tbe repast. 
Benissimo, Criticism might be less palatable without 
it, but more wholesome. The question has been 
mooted — is ridicule tbe test of truth? The doubt 
rests oa broader shoulders than mine. ' Non meaa 
hie sermo.' Warbnrton and Johnson, and other great 
authorities, pronounce against it j Akenside, tn con- 
sequence of the objections of the first, recantingly 
excluded it from the domains of taste :' the argument 
used by Johnson is cogent, striking, and (for him, 
nnusuaUy) brief. 

*lf ridicule be applied to any position as the test 
of truth, it will next become a question whether suck 
ridicule be just. And this can only be decided by the 
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implication of truth as the tett of ridicule.' — /oAiu 
•on'f Xi/e of Akemide. 

Bat, WKiviog this question as one still ansettled, let 
U8 see how the very doubts growing out of it besr ob 
the present CBse. 

If jast objections may be raised against the admis- 
sion of ridicule into legitimate criticism, what ought to 
be said to the coarsest and vulgarest description of 
buSbonery ? what, if the language in which it is con- 
veyed be not even English? what, if such cheap pollu- 
tion be directed against a thrice-proved and highly 
popular author P what, if the evil passions be delu- 
sively obtruded on the indolent world as criticism? io 
other words, as the quintessential rffinement of the 
unimpaasioned, practiaed, and educated judgment? 

Frater's Magazine begins its strictures on Mr. 
Robert Montgomery's poem of Satan in the following 
terms :— 

* We have been bothered and stunned with the 
bnn/ing of Arcadian nightingales,'' {braying of night- 
ingahiH! — why should any delicacy of congenial 
Kfmpathy restrain a writer from mentioning the 
name of the animal that does bray 9) ' in praise 
of the sacred poetry of young Montgomery. It 
may all be very fine, we dare say (.'.') — only the 
beauties are not manifest to our opaque vision*. 

• Maj not thin ariie from « limiUr CBOM to that whiuh renden 
the pUcet Mercurj inviuble to vulgar vitioa—iU prommi^ ta Oe 
Solar fiott 
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That youthful gentleman commeDced his literary 
career by writing a satire against all the world, in 
language by do means smacking of the most elevated 
standard (11).' 

Now, let me ask the public whether this is criti- 
cism ? Nay, let me ask the critic. No doubt he rejKots 
of it. Erubuit; talva res est. Hepeotance saves; 
but, in the opinion of discerniog men, be will not es> 
cape so readily ; they will, I fear, pronounce his pre- 
tended criticism to be sheer blackguardism, conveyed 
in the most depraved and depraving gipsy slang — not 
language. I — who know the influence of imitation, 
and being a little behind the curtain, am aware that 
men of talent, taking departments in the periodicals, 
are often set down to alien tasks, enough to ' cast the 
gorge at;' — I, therefore, take a milder view, and, 
mitigating censure by a term of Rousseau's, call it 
literary polisonnerie. Whatever it may be, it is not 
judgment, it is not taste, it is not analysis, it is not dis- 
crimination ; in a word, it is not criticism, which 
ought to combine all these. 

From this uncouth exordium the critic proceeds 
to make other objections, chiefly in the same per- 
sonal style. He first charges Air. Montgomery 
with the crime of youth. To have proved him old 
would have done him more disservice. But the fault, 
Buch as it is, as the great Chatham once replied to a 
parliamentary antagonist, is every day diminishing; 
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and passing over the bitter and crushing rejoinder of 
his great son to an uncelebrated hoary-headed objector 
of the same offence, let us quietly inquire if the youth 
of the poet (admitting it, for the present, to be aa 
offence) be anything more than the most common 
occurrence; — especially as this critic makes three 
additional counts in his indictment, with reference to 
this single illegality, such as ' youthful cham- 
pion,' ' young gentleman,' ' mere stripling,' &c. &c. 
Premising that if Mr. Montgomery possess sterling 
merit (and far the great majority of the public has 
given this verdict), youth makes the merit more me- 
ritorious, as more extraordinary, — ^what is the fact? 
That all poets of the least mark have published 
as early or earlier than Mr. Montgomery. Milton, 
Pope, Cowley, Akenside, Dryden, among numerous 
others, did so. But not, it may be rejoined, their best 
works. With the exception of Milton, who did not 
(probably ?) begin to compose his Faradise L,ast till 
late in life, the rest produced works equal to any which 
they published afterwards, in early youth; many before 
the age at which Mr. Montgomery first came before 
the public. Pope's Thebaia appeared when he was 
fourteen ! ! his Ode on Solitude at twelve ! Windsor 
Forest was produced at fourteen ! ! Akenside pub~ 
lished kis Pleasures of Imagination at twenty -three 1 
Uryden first published at nineteen. Many of Cow- 
ley's best works were pubUsked in kis childhood !t 
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Even Milton published at //ffen his first relig'uma 
poetry! and although that was below his after re- 
putation, yet at twenty-Jive he published his Masque 
of Cotmia, in which, Johoson says, ' may be disco- 
vered the dawn of Paradise Lost.'' Milton had then 
formed that system of diction and mode of verse 
which his maturer judgment approved, and from 
which he never deviated, * A work more truly poe- 
tical is rarely found *.' 

The critic of Fraser't Magazine next says, Uiat the 
Age Reviewed was published by Mr, Montgomery iu 
imitation of and with the same spirit as Lord Byron's 
English Bards. Lord Byron, however, he adds, had 
a just motive (and I agree with him), viz. to extort 
denied justice and to punish triumphant wrong. Mr. 
Montgomery had no such vindictive motive. But, aa 
all men have, he must have had some motive. What 
was it then P The scornful indignation of an uncorrupt 
youthful mind against real or believed folly, vice, and 
crime. 'Faeit iTidignatio versum.'' Who does not 
see that the accuser here crowns the accused, and 
prefers him over the head of the individual he cham- 
pions, for whom he can find no better defence than 
the stimulus of revenge, however just P He contrasts 
the two . bards, and then asks Mr. Montgomery if 
his conduct is christianlike P Revenge is not christian- 
like ; the contrast to it is. Repentance, too, is chris- 
tianlike ; yet the critic accuses Mr. Montgomery 

■ JoIlDMIl'l JliltOD. 
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of repenting, afler better knowledge, of some of hfs 
attacks, and of being friendly with the attacked. He 
passes over, however, the fact that the critic's defunct 
great client, Lord Byron, did the same ; and that the 
noble bard's palinody was more extraordinary than 
literature ever witnessed ; those whom he most gashed 
with his scorn, or withered with bis ridicule^ becoming 
bis dearest bosom friends. I can only conclude with 
Shakspeare — 

Who with repentance is not satisfied. 

Is not of heaven nor earth.— iVinier'i Tale. 

As to the relative merits of the two works, especially 
if we are to consider the Pttffiad (more Juvenalis) 
as the litemry chapter o( the Age Reviewed, the latter 
appears to me superior to the English Bards. Equally 
imprudent* and unjust in the wide sweep and unin- 
quiring severity of many of its censures on literary 
men, the Age Revietoed is, undoubtedly, more ragged 
in its outline, more imperfect in its filling np; but, in 
the denouncing intensity and fiery energy of the senti- 
ments which gibl its somewhat dislocated fragments, 
and in the ' eloqvium canontm' of its fult-toned and 
flowing versification, it bears away the palm. It ia 
now before me, and, on repeated perusals, I retain 
the opinion I first expressed, that it is a ' muxt ex- 
traordinary work ' — marked by a fresh energy and 

* It vill b« aeen that I qualified taj approbBtion in (he criticianK 
<Hi tbe Aft Btvitvud, irhich I wrote in tha Swutay TiMei and 
Briliik Traetll»T, by a ■imilar censure. 
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c astoundiog power of satire.' It is not requisite to 
come direct from the perusal of Juvenal to pronounce 
what no one of the least practice in ordinary reading 
nill deny, especially if it be brought to compare with 
the putrid and nauseous drainings of little miods, 
oozed hourly from some of the publishing common- 
sewers — that it contains all the glowing, though im- 
mature and latent, elements of a great future genius. 

Proceeding with his attack ou the man and not his 
work, the critic, to the ofience of youth, adds one 
which youth generally excuses — vanity. Mr. Mont- 
gomery's portrait is annexed to one of his works. Is 
this so inexcusable ? The highest and the lowest have 
done the same — Lord Byron and Ude. But the por- 
trait is flattering. Has not the critic (at 3 later period 
perhaps than twenty-one) given a flattered miniature 
(^himself to his mistress P and who has net done so? 
and shall we not good-humouredly indulge a little fault 
of this kind to a young poet courted by the favor of 
that most unstable of coquettes, the public, to the 
amount of ten editions and an oratorio ? But, in fact, 
the fault is not his. The fault or crime is that of Sir T, 
Lawrence, or of portrait painting generally. It thirsta 
for excitement in gesture and sentiment; and this cha- 
racteristic is become so common, that even his sexa- 
genarian Grace of Wellington is gracefuUy exhibited 
in this manner (with naked throat, &c.), ruminating 
sentimentally, at midnight, on tender or painful remini- 
•cences of his capricious mistress — the commonweaL 



iizodb, Google 



36 ROBERT UONTOOUERY 

But enough of these trifles. As Democritus, on arriving- 
at the end of a bad book, rejoicingly cried, ' Land I ' 
so may we rejoice, afler beating about in the midst 
of this stormy puddle of petty personality, to catch e 
glimpse of criticism. This criticism consists of two quib- 
bles Ba to the sentiments of the poem, and one as to 
the diction ; the ' reasons are as three grains of wheat 
hid in a bushel of chaff; ' and this is the sum and 
substance — (will the world credit it, without ocular in- 
spection F) — the sum and substance of an article iu a 
periodical, otherwise of eminent talent, professing to 
be a critique on Satan, Cobbett may well call this 
the age of tinsel and hollow pretence ! 

But, in order to be just to this writer, whom I 
perhaps too mildly accuse of mjwsfice, let us see what 
are these objections, the paucity of which alone con- 
stitute a great compliment, and the frivolity of which, 
if shown, a still greater. The first objection is as to 
the earth being ' queen of the universe.' Poetry 
has before called it so, and to think so still, liceat 
poetis. It is the creed of the bible. Need more be 
said F Klopstock has made the earth so in that im- 
mortal poem, Ihe Messiah, the euthusiastic fervency 
and devotional excitation ofwhicb have earned for him 
the title of the German Isaiah. But even the cobweb 
pedantry of the objection, as applied to poetry, may be 
resolved into its dusty nothingness by a few words. The 
discoveries of Herschel, Lalande, and astronomers later 
than the in&del speculations of Voltaire, imply thus 
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much of a ' queenlike' saperiority ia the earth ; that, 
however much larger the other planets may be, they are 
not kafntable by any living competency of life with which 
toe are aaptainted. To be habitable, by tliioking and 
immortal beings, must philosophically constitute the 
earth's planetary superiority. The other objection as 
to sentiment ia scarcely worth noticiDg. It is a charge 
of plagiarism from Mr. Moore, which chaise is met 
by Mr. Robert Montgomery himself, who refers to the 
passage from the great modern lyrist in his notes. 

He Ihranes a winter on his awful brow, 
And lays the gammer laughing at his feet. 

The critic's allegation of a defect in the personifying 
antithesis, depends on the epithet laughing, Trhich may 
be used impersonally for sunny, as Pope's ' laugh- 
ing skies.* If, however, the passage were intended 
to imply a personated contrast, Mr. R. Montgo- 
mery may have had in view the Tartar custom of 
placing statues on the heads of others ; or the Chi- 
nese, of sculpturing gigantic deities from the lops 
of mountains, their hair being forests, and their 
eyes caves*. The antithesis of such a frowning, 
wintry giant, to the laughing infant. Summer, at the 
foot of Ararat, would, in this case, be not only accu- 
rate in metaphor, but highly beautiful in local asso- 
ciation. Come we next to the objections as to diction. 

* Kircher'B China IButlrala, He meiitiaiis the giant festum of 
one which majr be teen for muiy leagues in the plaim of IVm- 
king ; — an iiutance of the lutlitnt in art worthy of note by the Ber* 
Ur. Bow lei. 
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I dasi then, accordiag to legitimate critical rule, 
under the heads of aeDliment and dictioa, though the 
vague manner in which all are jumbled with the bits 
of personality and daba of joke, demODstrate that the 
writer bad a ' great disdain' for any such old-fashioned 
restrictions on the march of criticism. But objections 
to diction are critical, and therefore deserve examina- 
tion. The writer selects certain passages, and throws 
them into a prose form ; arguing, in half a' colilmn of 
unnecessary verbiage, that true poetry will bear the 
test. It is at once admitted. More, indeed, (aight 
be admitted ; true poetry may be written in a prose 
form (i. e.) without metre. Of this, Gesner's Idylls, 
and Klopstock's Messiah, are obvious proofs ; but 
Bishop Lowth has proved that Hebrew poetry was 
as much unshackled by metre as by rhyme, depend- 
ing OQ comparison, parallelism, antithesis, and climax 
of ideas, not words. Without reference to the noto- 
rious fact that Pitt scanned with his lingers, as he 
spoke, large portions of his speeches, as well as those 
of Burke and Canning, are the noblest poetry. The 
plea is, therefore, readily admitted, and ' thereupon 
issue' may be readily 'joined.' The following is 
the passage, as quoted by the author; it is not, of 
course, the best in the work ; but mark how well it 
bears the ordeal. Italics, and notes of question and 
admiration, are the critical Fire King's pseado plough- 
shares. 

* The night hath drowsed, the revelry is o'er, and 
Nature wooes me. A dawn, like a shining sea, ad- 
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vauces through the orieDt heavens. Enormoui fatiia- 
aiea of waking light, as foam from a volcano'i fiery 
lips, now welter forth around in rick transcendency of 
beam»(l!}) For, lo! the surfaced moon, arranged 
in clouds of crimson bloom, comes glidiog o'er the 
waves that bitiow dancingly to wear her smile (! !) and 
veils the world with glory. Rocks and hilU salute her 
with magnificence (i!!) "With their greenest pomp 
the woods and plains are mantled, and night-tears 
glisten in her rosy beams (?) * 

The real passage, misquoted and perverted in the 
second line, stands thus in that cogent answer to 
modem Zoiluses, an early second edition. The critic 
will see that he has been fighting, like Don Quixote, 
with windmill giants; or rather, like Tom Thumb, 
* He makes the giants first, and then he kills them,' 
The night hath drowsed, the revek; is o'er. 
And Nature woos me. Through the orient heaven 
A dawn advances, like a shining sea; 
Around in rich transcendency of beams. 
Enormous jknta^ies of waking light, 
Ab foam'd from a volcano's fiery lips, — 
Now welter forth, then wanton, and dissolve ; 
For lo! array 'd in clouds of crimson bloom. 
The aun-taced Mom comes gliding o'er the waves. 
That billow dancingly lo wear her smile. 
And veils the world with glory I Rocks and hiBs 
Salute her with magnificence ; the wooda 
And pluina are mantled with their greenest pom|^ 
Ami night- tears gUsten in her rosy beam. 
Here, with the exception of ' drowsed,' which is a 
phrase of Shakspeare's — 

' Good things of day begin to drmoM,' 
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any one may see that the corrected errata get rid of 
many o( the critic's quicksilver objections, which are 
luckily fixed by his italics, or might otherwine evade 
the finger. The Bun-faced morn, * arrayed in clouda 
of crimson bloom,' is very different from the aurfaced 
MOON, arranged, &c. Homer's Aurora, awaking oa 
the bed of Tithonuti, and, with roxy fingers, unbarring 
the gates of light, may be sun-faced *, may be attended 
by ' crimson clouds,' and may have ' rosy beams.' 
The * weltering forth of light ' is a strong phrase, and, 
though original, justifiable by light's wavy traasmia- 
ston, even according to philosophical theory and expe- 
riment: the phrase, ' enormous fantasia of waking 
light,' is also strong ; but no one who has watched the 
gradual outbreaking of a fine summer morning from 
the sea, in long diverging and coruscating ribands 
of light, fluctuating like (but with far less velocity, 
and therefore flowing or weltering) the radii of an 
aurora borealis, can avoid being struck with the novel 
force, as well as graphic propriety, of the whole image. 
Here follows the remainder of the passage according 
to the critic's italicised version. ' But in yon valleys, 
where from bosomed (?) cots, like burning incense, 
wreathy smoke ascends, how beautiful the flush of 
life 1 The birds are winged for heaven, and steep the 
* ' Hia face wai like the lun — lAining in ill tirenglh.' — Revela- 
tion*. ' Black Memnon,' t!ie Soa of TilhoDug and Aurora, whoatt 
■Catue welcomed the luii'i riae in Egypt with ici myitic basalc 
lyre, wai 'nm.faced.' The head of the extant ■tBtite,vij]garl}' termed 
Hemnon (lee Deium), ii that of Lto lurmounted by the lolar diik 
— hieroglyphically implying ' th« >un thining in iia luangth.' 



iizodb, Google 



AND Hta KETIEWER9. 4' 

airinaong (T) ; while, in the gladness (?) of the nevr- 
born breeze, the young leaves flutter ; and the flowerets 
$hake their innocence (!) and bloom.* The first ob- 
jection is to the word ' bosom'd ' — * bosom'd cots ;' 
the honor of the blame is shared with Miltoo. 
Botom'd high in tufled trees. 
Again — 

The bitda are winged for heaven. 
And tteep the air m tong. 

The critic objects to the latter forcible image : whicb, 
ttteo periculo, be it said, is one of great beauty. The 
' flow of song' is proverbial. Nothing can be more 
common than the poetical use of this phrase. How 
oAen has the floio of song been compared to that of 
rivers ? * Darwia has the strong expression of ' me- 
lodious tears i" this is a conceit ; but to ' steep in 
song,' when it is one of the commonplaces of poetry 
to term song a ' liquid flow,'' may assuredly be 
licensed. Shakspeare npeaks of tears drowning the 
wind, which, despite his great authority, is undoubted 
fiistian. Again — 

The young leaves flutter, and the flowrets sAafte 
Their innocence and bloom. 

The objection here possesses weight. The phrase, 
though an Hebraism, expressing a quality for a thing, 
is objectionably strong ; but Milton uses a stronger 

* Denhani'i moM bMullful puugs ii the inDCli.qiioted comparison 
of hia long to the floniug itf the Thama. ButCunpb^UMa amortt 
analogoui pbraae : 
And tuep thu loitg in tnercy'i mellow ttreent. — PUamrtt of Bope, 
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Hebraism, since be couples a qualifying adjective with 
the objectionable substantive^ as if Mr. Montgoueiy 
had said of the flowrets. their blue or roseate iono- 
cence 

His OBBY ditiimulaliem. 

Here dissimulation is put by metonymy for hair; 
Montgomery uses innocence for flower-buds; and 
Shakspeare uses an analogous phrase nearly iu Mr. 
Montgomery's sense — ' wears a golden aorrow ; ' sor- 
row, by metonymy, for crovm. 

The nest passage which the critic censures, not by 
giving reasons, but by the cheaper method of direct- 
ing the compositor to use italics (one step towards a 
modern art of criticism by steam,) is the following;^ 

' And ye bright streams ! ye woodland vagrants, 
Autnminjjf to the wind in vinelike flexure!!!!!.' how 
ye rove along by mead and bank, where violets love 
to dwell in solitude and stillness : All is fresh and 
gaysome ! now the peasant, with an eye bright as the 
noon-ray sparkling through a shower, comes forth and 
carols in thy warming beam, thou sky-god, throned in 
all thy wealth of light ; sure airy painters have en- 
riched thy sphere with regal pageantry ; such cloudy 
pomps adorn the heavens, a poet's eye would dream 
his ancient gods had cdl returned again, and hung 
their palaces around the sun ! ! ! ! ! ! ' 

I object to the phrase ' vinelUce flexure,' not be- 
cause it does not paint the sinuous divergency of a 
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fivulet, but because it does not paint another of iU 
equally visible properties in such a landscape as 
described ; its gleaming darkness and intermittent 
glitter, as it winds through the ' woodland * ; ' and 
because the comparison to a vine does not, with suffi> 
cient contrast, dissociate the image of one tree, used 
metaphorically, from the other trees, used pictorially^ 
amidst which it hums or murmurs over its pebbly 
bed. With this exception the passage is beautiful, 
and will not only bear the trivial test to which it is 
submitted, but comparison with any descriptive pas- 
sage of a similar object, and of similar length in any 
modern poet. The last passage is a magnificent pic- 
ture of a gorgeous sunrise, expressed in language of 
equal majesty and pomp, it is replete with vivid 
feeling and affluent power. 

Thou sky-god I throned in all thy wealth of light ; 
Sure wey painters have enhch'd thy sphere 
With regal pageantry ; such cloudy pomps 
Adorn the heavens, a poet's eye would dream 
His ancient gods had all retum'd again, 
And hung their palaces around the sun! 

My task is now to review another reviewer, and 

criticise another critic, before I proceed to a brief 

analysis of Mr. Montgomery's works. I couple the 

Edinburgh LiteraTy Journal with Fraser'a Magazine^ 

Firstly, because the former boasts an association of 

* Bogen more accurately portrayi the above image — 

Save when a bright and mamantarji glean 

Olaaced trom the vhUe/oant of loiiie ihclttr'd stream. 

Pkiuartiof Mentrf. 
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opinion with the latter; and Secondly, because both 
do the char-work of modern criticism precisely on the 
same slatternly model. They are, in fact. 

Arcades unbo 
Pares cantare parati. 

The editor of the Edinburgh Literary Journal 
commences his philippic with the inexorable decision 
of a Brennus, throwing his sword into the scale, and 
pronouncing ' Va victis ." 

* The time has but very recently gone by since we 
existed in a lorely exaaperaled state against R. Mont- 
gomery. The chief cause of our rage was, that he had 
been most extravagantly and boisterously pufied by a 
smalljuDta of his friends ; and to tee people, by a sud- 
den coup de theatre, attempt to place an individual, 
high and dry, beyond those waves of criticism which 
are continually fretting and dashing against mudi better 
m«n, invariably puta u$ into a passion. Had we writ- 
ten of Montgomery (not James, recollect, but Roberi) 
in the first impetuousity of our choleric mood, we 
should certainly have flayed him alive, and sent him 
forth into the world in a very raw and pitiable condi- 
tion. But, according to the advice of all sages, we 
have taken time to count a hundredy and to swallow 
a tumbler of cold water, since our anger first began to 

boiiar 

Is thb criticism ? the writer of it would not pretend 
that it is, and would probably thrust out his tongue in 
the knowing style of the chaffing cribs, if charged with 
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it. It is, in &ct, a confessioa of prejudice, envy/and 
partiality — an admission, that asa juryman kc ought 
to be challenged and excluded from decision — a virtual 
abdication of the critical judgment-seat, while be pre- 
serves theformof sittingthere. Let us see, however, 
Tritb what kind of evidence he endeavours to vindicate 
B feeling so obnoxious to the public, and so deroga- 
tory to a judge, as avowed malice prepense and pre- 
j^udice. The reasoning (if reasoniiig may be libelled 
by calling this so) is the crambe repetita of Frwier'n 
Magazine — ' Mr. Montgomery is a young man not 
yet four-and-twenty.' 

* What does Mr. Montgomery know of the Omni- 
presence of the Deity, or of Death, or of Satan, more 
than any young man whom we may meet with every 
day of our lives at a pleasant evening party, in white 
kid gloves a.ad dancing-pumps f (III) 

* Young man,' ' young author,' ' hate to see boys 
and striplings,' &c. &c., constitute the cuckoo note 
repeated through three columns. Having answered 
whatever there may be in the argument of youth 
before, I now again notice it, to demonstrate ' of what 
proper stuff' our modem critiques are made. How 
can one to reply t<f such man-milliner twaddle, in 
which the whole of the wit (eAeu .' quam facetus .') 
may be reduced to ' pumps' and * white kid gloves ?* 
to * hand and glove' knowledge, to 

Haberdashery and such smaU wares f 

Hudil>rat. 

Or to the * Finish ' and oystei>room wit, of a ' cup of 
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cold water,* and a < bottle of nralled port.' What 
follows is more ' gennaDe to the matter.' ' Pollok 
dedicated all the years of his allotted time to the 
one great object,' &c. It is trae, that Pollok, who 
deserves a higher title than the ' remote imitattw 
of Milton,' produced a single woHt, to which he de> 
voted a life ; but what then ? Mast other aatbon 
be conSned within the iron-railway limits of P(d> 
lok's track ? Bnt Milton did not [reqnire that long 
training which this writer vaguely and in swoUeo 
phraseology intimates, nor was his lion-like geniDS 
confined to a single oSspring. Johnson, as we have 
seen, shows that the Mtuque of CorniM, produced at a 
similar time of life to that of Robert Montgomery, was 
as perfect a poem in structore, diction, character, 
and sentiment, as the Paradiae Lott, although on a 
less extended scale. Neither was Milton, more than 
Mr. Montgomery, the inventor of his own theology or 
theogony. 

The writer mistakes or misstates as to Pollok 
being ' solitary' in childhood, youth, and manhood. 
He lived amidst the domestic endearments and engross- 
ing cares of a family : whereas, that early solitariness, 
that ' life exempt from public hannt,' thus consi- 
dered necessary to educate a poet for great things, I 
have reason to know, was the precise predicament in 
which Mr. Montgomery was placed, and in whicb 
he had an oppcutonity to find 

Tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, 
Bennons m stottcs, and good m every fuii^. 
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Beattie's Edwin could not have been more alone. 
He w(M, indeed, what PoUok was not — a ' solitary 
child' — a ' youth that mused nmong the hills,' — 
feeding his imagination apart from his fellow-men.' 
The writer appears to be kindled by this mistake ia 
poetical ' breeding,* into a display of ' easy writing,' 
which, to say the truth, is what Aristophanes calls 
prose on horseback ; Anglice, stilted. It will not bear 
a roQgh analysis. Headers and writers are not on 
Iwr terms when the latter 

Write with ease to show their breeding ; 
For easy writing's d — d hard reading. 

The drifl of this display, stripped of its May-day finery, 
is, that it is quite out of nature for young men to 
succeed in treating of religious themes of such diffi- 
culty and sublime devotion. Angels who soar bo high 
* veil their heads ;' and, therefore, authors who attempt 
such forbidden flights are guilty of what, gentle reader? 
of presumptuously using the waxen pinions of ibe am- 
bitious Icarus P or the failing Pegasean wing of the 
equally ambitious Bellerophon ? No ! powers of cri- 
tical bathos ! guilty of a ' claptrap!' 

From this curiosa felidtas the critic hurries with 
breathless haste to contradict the tenor of the pre- 
eedirtg passage and himself. He now SJgues that 
sach subjects are so temptingly easy, (the splendour 
of biblical themes and their inherent poetry helping 
oui the poetical de/ed* of the batdlings), that it has 
recently ' become fashionable, among persona of 
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pretty fair abilities, to torn it to account,' and to trust 
to obtaining a borroioed lastre, not from their oum 
tneritt, but the nAlune Bocredneaa of their themes. 

A writer thus at war with himself may be safely 
left to fight out the battle. Mr. Montgomery may 
say of him, as Cicero said of Anthony, ■ Homo 
diterttu non tantom mecam quam aecmn ipse tola 
oratione pugnabat.' 

Dr. Johnson's * opinion is, that it is very difficult to 
write successfully on biblical or sacred themes, for 
the very reason that the critic before us thinks it very 
easy ; vix. that such themes ' can only be new ver- 
sions of what has been said before to better purpose.* 
So much the greater merit in Mr. Montgomery to 
conquer thb inherent difficulty I So much the more 
vivida vis in the creative energy of the poetic genius 
which can electrify non-conductors — subdue the re- 
sisting stubbornness of incoalescing materials, and 
fuse and mould them into shapes, imparting pleasure, 
extorting sympathy, and kindling admiration ! 

The critic next, from inflation and contradiction, 
proceeds in good earnest to critical business, and, like 
his compeer, appears to plume himself on striking a 
deadly blow, by putting some of Mr. Robert Montgo- 

* Jahnaon, spe[^[ngoF thenoblnt of Young'a lacred poemi, lay^ 
tlist ' tlie ^re>t resson vhy tlie reader ii diiappointed, ia, tbat U>a 
thought of the Last Da; makes every man mare than poetical, by 
■preading orer hit mind a general obtcarily of lacretj horror, that 
opprewei diatinction and disdain; eipreuion.' He drain a similar 
inr«renceal to difficulty In aueh labjecli, in hia critique on Cowley*! 
trtnaluion of tbe PhIdis, and on bit ' Dcnidei*.' 
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iuery's blank verse into a prose Torm, Little need be 
added on thLi head. The quoted passage, in this 
instance, concerns Napoleon ; and, though far from 
.being one of the most striking passages in the book, 
is picturesque and clever : moreover, in the portion 
4]ully or consciously le/I out by the critic, forcible 
and exciting. The denunciation of Napoleon's apos- 
tacy from liberty, as arresting the destinies of the 
vorld, and providing future reactions by the agony 
vrhich it left on godlike spirits — 

An Bgony too deep for words 
To fathom : too sublime for slaves to feel — 
is not strictly new; but it impinges on a leading sensi- 
tive nerve in the present mechanism of social mind, 
and displays the instinctive tact, the thoughtful depth 
and long-foreseeing sagacity of genius. 

Only one column is now left by the Literary Jour- 
nalist for real criticism, namely, objections as to cka~ 
rader, sentiment, and diction. I have taken the 
liberty of thus classing these objections according to 
critical form (as in the case of Fraser's MagaziTui), 
by picking them out of the chaotic heap of personal 
rubbish in which they are imbedded. The character 
of the fallen Archangel, as conceived by Mr. Montgo- 
mery, has been stated. He deSnes it himself in bis 
poetical preface*. It is his own, and a new creation. 
Whether, as I and others think, that creation be dis- 

■ See the three atanzM, Satan, page 11, beglmtiiig "Such aw*n. 
derer o'erthe earth.' See aito the pasuge, Satan, Uc Book, p. 99, 
' Eren I,' &c ; ' Oh rengesnce,' Book ii. p. 134, and nuuy otheii. 
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imgntsbed by elabonte metaphysical infetence or not, 
lie had full poetical licence to construct and control 
the ofispring of his own mind. There are only certain 
questions left for the critic. Are the ends proportioned 
to the means P Are the sentiment and action true to 
the conceived character? Is the character consistoit 
with itself :— 

In every work regard the wriler't end. 
Since none, can compus more than they intend ; 
And if the meant bejittt, the condud tnte, 
Applaute, in spite of trivial/aull», is due. — Paps. 
The Edinburgh Liierary Journalist, mistaking or 
misstating the character of Mr. Montgomery's Satan^ 
and erecting anoUier Satanic character as his guidei 
chooses that his Paracelsian* phantom should, gratui- 
tously, and despite of Satan's serpent wisdom, ^te to 
himself; and he asserts that it ' shows great want of dis- 
crimination and judgment)' to make Satan confessing 
' that he is challenged to admire a man of virtue,' and 
admitting to himself — that which he must know to the 
muHiplicatioQ of hb own pangs, — that his real aik 
TBR8AB1BS are not often perceived hy the world — that 

The obseure on Earth are lA the fiun'd in Heaven. 
Has the ohjector forgot that the ' devils believe,' 
fuid that Milton's Satan admits that he admires, 
•though he cannot imitate f virtue P All this cavilling 

. * The AIchemlH PanceUu left a redpe for matrnfacluTing a 
IiTing bcsBg. 
,1 F«nu<M* Ji^aitMd, (wttlDg arid* Satan'i " ttan" of bitter Mgnt, 
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j8 a mistake resulting from a bise appreciation of 
* Satan's' character, the pathos, remorse, and self-pu- 
Di^ment of which can only be fully developed by 
making him vividly susceptible to that beanty from 
which he is divorced, and discriminatingly jnst in his 
.estimate of that virtue irom which he has fallen *. A 

" tack u An^eQi Teep," in Paradiit Loti), ucribes then sentimento 
to Satan— 

Though I hare lost 
Much liuitre of my Dative brightness, iMt 
To be beloT«d of God, 1 have not lost 
To lore, at teait vmlmtplale and aimirt 
What I Me txteUent in good or fair, or vtrfuotw. 
In fact, Milton repreHnta even the Eobordinate angds as not intet 
lactually fallen, thoogfa morall; degraded — a gnod philoaophical 
hypothesis. The falleii angela, in the following passage, would leeoi 
prophetically to represent the present age of ambitious, InquiriDg dii- 
oorery, phitosophical ipecolation, pimling idealism, mental ezcite- 
ment and refinement, and morid deterioration ; theii poetry and 
muno are still beautiful. 

Others more mild 
Betreated in a lilent valley, lung 
Of themes angelical to many a harp, &c. &e. 

See Patadite Lott,2nd Bwik. 
* Shakapeare's Tiew is equally philosophical. 

Abnol ihc appr^itnii«n af iht good 
Gives but the deeper feeling ta Ihi tearst. 
So i* that of lU^ers in his Colmatui, who thus describes the ap- 
pearance of the Evil Spirits ; — 

Forms of angelie moaid and grace damn [ 
Vet of their glory many a scattec'd ray 
Shot thro' the gathering shadows of decay ; 
Each moved a god. 
And he lays of thedr feelings, irith theoredc truth and poe^c pathos: 
AH exiled the reabiM of ten, 
Znvmnihe tadtMat <^ their Mnli tuppren'd. 
D3 
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being partly, or utterly, brufified by evil, could feel 
Huh or nothing. 

But" it is fair to the critic to let Him say all he can 
•ay on the subject of the character which his ideas, 
still vngue, jumble with the conduct of the poem. As 
to that conduct, with its slight plot and action, the sub- 
ject may be briefly dismissed here, by saying, that 
Satan is a' monologue, as Paradise Regained is a 
dialogue, and (hat the action resembles that of Ckilde 
Harold. 

The Literary Journalist terms the poem an ' un- 
liroten soliloquy, in the course of which he (Satan) 
speaks of the changes that have talcen place in empires, 
indulges in a good many hits at crowned heads, says a 
few words of Napoleon, then descants on India, Ame- 
rica, the slave-trade, Europe and its different coun- 
tries ; then moralizes (rather odd, is it not, that Satan 
shoviid moralize?) on man, his nature, and crimes; de- 
licately touches on the tender subject of original sin, 
and the introduction of Christianity; falls into a pathe- 
tic mode of thinking concerning war and its miseries ; 
gives a great deal of good advice to England, especially 
sn^;esting to her not to be so fond of money as she 
seems to be; visits London, and looks into her palaces, 
her senate, her ball-rooms, theatres, academies, &c. ; 
and, in conclusion, leaves the full conviction on the 
mind of the reader, that Satan is, on the whole, a very 
respectable person, who has been rather harshly 
treated.' 
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Against this series of mistalies, all originating in a 
careless or distorted estimate of the poet's character 
of Satan, I cannot do better, as the subject has been 
already sufficiently sifted, than oppose the fair and 
dispassionate appreciation of another critic in the 
ImperUd Magazine. He ably touches the key-note, 
and seizes the elucidating clue to the perspicuous 
unity of the poem. 

' There can be no question, that his infernal ma- 
jesty may be eifhibited in a great variety of attitudes. 
Cloven feet, a long tail, and a frightful pair of horns, 
are not essential to the fidelity of representation. He 
may transform himself into an angel of light, visit the. 
pulpit, the senate, or the bar, or admire the paintings- 
at Somerset-house, without displaying those terrific 
appendages to which fanciful superstition has given a 
monstrous birth. There are not many positions in 
which he can be placed, that will be wholly incoQ' 
sistent with his real character, Satan is the only 
personage who either meditates or speaks. It (the 
poem) is a long soliloquy, which proceeds from begin- 
ning to end, without any interruption, containing 
observations on historical incidents, on passing occur- 
rences, and on events which are as yet embosomed io 
futurity. To the dark workings of the infernal mind, 
no one is presumed to be privy ; the poet has there- 
fore a fair opportunity of representing Satan under the 
influence^ of feelings, and as uttering expressions, 
which he can have no inducement to disguise. Thus 
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circnmstanced, we feel no astonishment tiiat he should 
bear his testimony to the truths of Revelation, and 
half regret the miseries, as well as triumph over the 
degraded condition, of human nature. 

' If " the keen vibration of bright truth be Hell," 
we may well allow Satan in solitude to become a ge- 
nuine moralist, aud eveu a preacher of righteousness, 
when there is no hearer to be benefited by his dis- 
course. In much of this character the poet presents 
him to our view. For a season he sustains the part 
assumed with consummate address, but various inci- 
dents breaking in upon the reveries of his meditation, 
rage and passion burst forth in terrible violence, and 
all the devil burns and heaves with infernal fury." 

Another critic, who has tact to see that an intel- 
lectual being like Satan must recognize different ene- 
mies and friends than the world would assign to him, 
-~-that to him pigmies must often appear giants, and 
giants pigmies, — that to him the perfidious under- 
current; which often converts prosperity into adversity, 
and desperation into prudence, must be always visible 
— says of the poem : ' New worlds of thought are 
opened to the reader's view. The universe of matter 
is made subservient to the development of the univerae 
erf' mind,' 

The EdtTibuTgh Literary Journalist next * hesi- 
tates dislike' to the actiou of the poem. 

' We are introduced,' he says, ' to Satan standing 
on the top of Mount Ararat.' 
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We are introduced to no suck thing. 

We are iotroduced to Satan on the Mount of tempta- 
tion in the wilderaess — on the exact spot of the chief 
actioD of Paradise Regained. In this the reader will 
see another beauty. That is a dialogue betiveen the 
Saviour and Satan, previous to the Christian Atone- 
ment — this a monologue of Satan 1800 years after, on 
the human effects of that event. 

' He there looks round him, entirely contrary to the 
established laics of optics, on all the world.' 

Pigmies against giants ! A mole-hill rivalling 
Olympus. This critical arrow, directed really against 
Milton, falls as harmlessly short of the mark, as the 
powerless dart of Priam. Does not the Miltonian voice 
startle the objector, as the ' Dare you do it ?' of the 
dungeoned Marius. repulsed his trembling a^sailaot ? 
Has the critic forgot this passage, which answers his 
minnte quibble so completely as to seem oracular*? 

■ MiHon might be reviewed in this faahton ij every ■ pnmr wMp- 
tter ;' end did he live now, haiing tbe uagcegarious pride of geniue 
to Iwep him doof from Uie homunculi of the coteries, seeking no 
' excluBige of praiie (o)' — being- comparatiToly poor, end not be- 
toning; to tbe ordinary lileraiy guilde — no doubt, would have a 
' mHing up,' to punish him for setting up poet for himself without 
their municipal license. One may fancy a cntic of the modem school 
reviewiDs Paradae Rtgaaied in this mamier : — 

' Of Mr. Joh» Milton's good intentioni, devoutness, and all thut, 
m this c^lempl, ire do not doubt ; but what can he know of Paradiu 
(except his ganet in Paradise Row, Baibican), more than any otlier 
old pedagogue, whom we may find every day of our liv^, ^' teachm^ 
the yonng idea how (o Jire^' xa morning gown and slippers ? M^hat 
can a bHad man Imow of a view of the world P Aircordingty we are 
introduced to Satan loolung round him, entirely contrary to the eilo- 

(_a) Johnwm's Life ot Hilton. 
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PrGsented to hii e;ea 
Above the height of mountaiDs interposed 
(By what strange parallax or optic tkill 



HU t^le bjr no meau " imaclu" of bIbt^oh- His Satan u a " _ 
lulom old gentleman," who "bowihii gray disBimulatioD" intbemoit 
tiiMome manneT, while be indulges in long apeeches, dt mmiiiiu, mora 
than /ore in a Faddingion cad ; in " the coone of which he apeaki of 
file cbanges that have taken place in empiTea^" *' indulges in a good 
many bite at crowned beads, eipecially the pleaunt but wniagiwipro- 
prielti dt ' gaUaHlrf,' u M. O'Boil (Boileaa P) tenna them, of I^b^us 
M " Capraf — " deacanti" on the " beiiinge of politica between the 

Paithians and tiie Romans" — twaddles " pretty d d eonaiderablj" 

•bout the Taiioui "Coripheei" Cehould not hii eye (i) be knocked out?) 
of the tiresome schools of philosophy at Athens, inflicting on us, as 
he pRKeedi, eome pedantic stuff ^utthe " humbiig" Demosthenes 
<■ ■hjlring ^e arsenal;" vwraSxa (rather odd, is it not, that Satan 
shonld iHoralirel) about his admiration for liitue, sjid hia BurpriM 
fiiat men ihould mistakenly consider him to be a (A) foe ; giTes good 
advice to " Rome," especially suggesting to her not to be so fond of 
iDOnej [omnia Ronue cum pratio, says the Greelc poet Virgilins (c) 1 ; 
and, m conclusion, leaies the full couTiction on the nund Qtat Mr. Xar 
UiHon'a " Satan" is a very respectable pereon, who has been very 
bairiily treated. 

' In coDClusion, we shall take the Hberty — althoogfa he is " mo 
cAieilm''— of giving Mr. John MiHon a little bit of useful advice. 
" We have taken a cup of cold water," and are now cool and cAcJer- 
leu, fcollarlesB,) though not shirtletB and shoelesa oa of old, " or we 
should have flayed him aUie." Let Kim be thankful for our mercy : 
Be is a visionary nincompoop without comwiihi tense. By the bye, our 
|*ofound familiarity with Lofni, especially in association with a goose, 
toaUes us to assure the reader that ttus word (nincompoop) is derived 
fronitlK abatmse phrase " non compai." Hia poem is " no go." It is 
true, he has some little rhyming talents, liut such talents nnder men 
most unflt for busUiess, or acting a useful part in life. Instead of the 
pen, thereforB, we recommend hun to sticlt to the birch in Brtad Strtel, 
Citapiidc, or wherever else ha may find it c^mpet/ to^ethis irmrf; 
instead of riding bis hard-mouthed Pegatui, let him hone his refractory 
tyros. With t& help of Dilworth (though hU worth) he may m^e a 
rBmectable schoolmaster ; but not all the pedantry about art and science, 
lihuoaophy, &c., which he pub into the mouth uf the " Qrtal Dttil," 
will fiver inalce him a Oreat Poet,' ftc. ftc 

(i) Men Hnerally think me much a foe 

To all manldnd. Why tAou/rf I t—Par. Rfg. bk. I. 
(c) Should not Una be Juvenal i^Nali by Dr. Pmybi*, 
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Ofvition, mutHplied through air or glati 
Or gluts oj telescope, were curious to inqutre.) 

Paradise Regained, 

Again, 

So well I have disposed my airy microscope. 
Thou mayest behold. 

End. 

* Bui Satan is one unbroken soliloquy, de omni- 
bus negotUs.' So are most didactic poems; they are 
soliloquies, like Byron's Ckilde Harold, uttered by 
the niQUpi of another person, or like Cowper's Task, by 
the poet in person, de omnibus negotiis, connected 
with their theme. Cowper makes his universal, though 
a sofa : that of Mr. Montgomery's Satan must be 
universal, since his theme is the world and the des- 
tinies of man. Childe Harold is a personage in 
point. His sentiments are conveyed in a long solilo- 
quy ; the scene of action in Childe Harold is trans- 
ferred from England to the continent; in Mont- 
gomery's Satan from the continent to England. 
Childe Harold, also, like Montgomery's Satan, is 

Bat enougli of these trifle), * Quonum htac tam putidft Wa- 
dunt?* I iBf it without adulation, that m; large eiperience of the 
preu haa brought me acquiUaCed vith multitudes of clever men, 
aye, in its miaor departmenu too, who would produce as good 
artides of tliie detcription aa the ordinary magaziue run, ' acante* 
pede in uno,' at £2 : 2s. per iheet ; nay, one every hour by Sbrewg-' 
bury dodt— all properly bebugled and beipangled with tbe falte wit 
«f rtfcAmt^e'dpuni. There is no miiui in such ' rattling noaMuse* 
whatever ; and, booght at the ektapmt rats, idcIl ttarea are too 
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a fallen natnre— ^norally degraded — b hnmaQ devil 
^-but deeply read in the intenial mechanism of mind; 
and fervidly alive to all the beauties aad sublimities of 
nature and art. 

The Liferary/ouma/uf» next objection (I continue 
to methodize for him) is to the s'entimenti, TvhethercAo- 
racterUHc (or incident to the personage] or poetical 
(peculiar to the author) . The reader will bear in mind 
that the tme light by which the propriety of the cha- 
racteristic sentiments must be tried, is, whether they 
are consistent with the sublime character of Mr. 
Montgomery's archangelic conception, not whether 
they are consistent with some gratuitous imagination, 
some saucer-eyed and long-tailed devil of the critic. 

' Satan moralizes on man.' Why should he not, 
when no one is by to profit by his moralizing? Tlie 
fanman devil,* ChildeHarold, does so. IftheSatao 
of Milton and of Montgomery admit truth, a fia« 
moral is couched under the circumstance. Self^con- 
demniog truth is torturingly wrung from him. 
* Though bloated, yet believing stjll,* he stands self- 
judged out of his own mouth. The Satan of ParadUe 
Regained is equally alive to intellectual refinements 
(see his Picture of Athena) as that of our author. 
Again, Montgomery's soliloquy|of Satan warns ' Eng- 
land not to be so fond of money as she seems to be.' 

Milton's dialogue of Paradiae Regained coDt^na 

* Foe he thnmgh n'n't hmg labgrmth had run.' — Ibid. 
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the same censure as Mr, Montgomery's monologue of 
Sataa< There the god of thii world says, referriDg 
to an earthly prosperity— 

They whom I favour thrive ia teeatth exaaia. 
While Tiitue, valour, wisdom, sit in want : 

and the God of the next world, rejecting the Roman 
throne, rebukes Rome, in his reply, for that idolatrt/ 
of money which Juvenal denounces, and which, 
finally and justly, swept her and her twin poIlutioDs of 
Mammon and Priapus from the surface of the earth*. 

Luxurioa* by their wealth and greedier still, 
What lem and virluou* man would seek to free 
These thus degeneratt, by themtelvet erulaved t 

* Should not SstEui, ipproving the vice, trembla for the contian- 
aaco of bii ein[iirB F Montgomery in[du» Satan uj, that money ia 
made the only itandard of right and nrrong. A ourioua philolo^eal 
InTctdgaliun vbidi haa the nre merit (for antiquarianiani) oftwiDg 
brief, point* out themodemerectionandintrodnetionof tUaamiabl* 
ODBrnterdal ttandardof crime and nrtoe eipreMed of old by the ^vir- 
ftrtw peri mm a w ,' and ^gvoetmqtu moio raw ' of Horace. JnlseV, 
(he Iiord'i PraTer hai ' forgyf ds ure tinnet ,'' in 960, it vaa ffyllat, 
thence fUiU; in 700, Scylda (Oerman Schulde), riiu ; but in 1460, 
Uvat ' forgive to nl onr dtttii — debtit' 

Again, Montgomery makes Satan perceive that half the thrica-a- 
day Sunday churcb-goeri are, in reality, Atbeibta, lecking a lancti- 
nHmioai character on the Sunday, in order to cheat their neighUmrt 
with more effect on the Monday ; or Muxely diaavowed wonhippers 
of the devil, Mammon, meaauring virtue and morali by his metallio 
■tandard. Do not all these amiable pertmu already belong to tha 
devil'i eternal kingdom i and va* it not important for Sataii to da> 
tact to large an increase and so interestiiig a groupe of subjects be- 
BBith their worldly diagniie '. Was it not gratifying to him to detect 
the meditated eztflrtion, or the half-conceived bubbLe, in the Pharj- 
■steal (wiodler's loud reipouae and uptonied eya t 
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The following three passages are given by the 
Edinburgh Literary Journalist as objectionable, bnt 
no reasons but italics are assigned :— 

la the earth 
Appall'd, or aganizing in the wrack 
Of elements? 

Oh, what a. cloud on liberty waa thrown. 
How deep a gash her dreadlesa form profaned! 
The shriek of violated maids, the curse 
Of dying mothers and despairing sires. 
And dash of corpses torn from royal tombs 
And plunged amid devouring flame, were heard , 
Terrific. Moscow seem'd a maddemng hell. 

I see no objection to them io sentiment or diction, but 
let the reader judge. The last image, 'dashofcoipses 
torn from royal tombs amid devouring flame,* is pic- 
turesque. The composition's ' chiaro ' is excitingly 
shadowed by that 'oscuro' association with terror, 
■which is one great element of the sublime. 

Two other passages are adduced as exceptionable. 
The first, on account of a verbal error of the press, cor- 
rected in the second edition j the second, on account 
of Mr. Montgomery's use of the word ' glance ' in 
the sense of survey ; in which, to be candid, I agree 
with the critic, although there is authority for such 
use. Our Mirmtius Felix is welcome to the admis- 
sion. Mr. Montgomery's fame as a great poet will 
not be affected even by the luchy minttti^ of 
WoTd.^»tcherB who live on syllables. 

The following passage is criltdsed with a more than 
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qsubI pr&fuaion of iiaUet. To my view, it possesses 
the original vigour and searching deep-thoughtedaes» 
which characterise many of the finest metaphysical 
passages of ByroD. The beauty and accuracy of the 
illustrations drawn from the phenomena of electricity 
and galvaoisin, and their mysterious connection with 
the mind through the excitation of the nerves, lighten 
. through the whole passage, and fiash a perspicuous 
ray on the little obscurity which results from its in- 
tense and energetic brevity.' 

The atmoiphere that circleth gifted minda 
Is from a deep intentity derived,-- 
An element 0/ thought, yibere /eelmgt tht^ 
Themtelvet to/attcies, — an eleetrio woHd, 
Too eiquisitely toned for common life. 
Which they ofcoarter metal cannot dream -• 
And hence (T) those beautifying powert ofeoul 
That arch the heavent mora glorioiu, and create 
An Eden wheresoe'er their magic light 
Upon the rack of quick excitement live ; 
Their joy, the eitenee nf an agony, (I J 
And that, the throbbing of the fires wiUun I 

The last objection of the critic is to the diction, or 
what he terms, ' false coinage of new words.' A 
few remarks are necessary here. All authorities allow & 
limited coinage to the poet : none a false. The only 
inquiry for the critic, therefore, is whether the coin is 
standard or debased. Neology *, though a licensed 

* A Toluma might be coIlecMd of Baonaparta'i neology, and 
BOgmented bf the nsology of (ha revohitionvy Titant, hl> oompeert. 
£ven the poliihed anti-Buonapartiit, Canning, waa often kindled by 
tlie exdtatioQ of the terolutionary period into neology. 
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niarit of great genius, is odc of the most daogeroiU' 
lioMices of poetry, and a troe critic does not do his 
duty if he do not watch the poet's exertion of hia 
privilege with jealous and scrutinizing eyes. Too 
loose a rein in this particular might accekrate a great 
det^oration of language : too tight a curb, on the 
other hand, might check or subvert the legitimate 
career of genius. It is incumbent on objectors to 
shew, by better a^ments than Ualiei, that the new 
phrases have not issued from the true mint of poetry, 
and are base or washed coin. Pope, than whom do indi< 
vidual could be more rigid in the spariug use of these 
licences, has a passage in his Essay on Cnticwn, 
which not only indulges the practice, but shews that 
he considers it essential to good poetry. This great 
poet and critic says, that writers of true poetical 
genius — 

Mark nbere a bold expretrioe phrate appean 
Bright through the rubbish of some thousand years. 
Command old wobds that long have slept, to wake, 
Wordt that wise Bacon, or brave Raleigh spake, 
Or Ud the nbw be EnglUh aget henee ; 
Tor tue mll/aiher tehat's begot by tetue. 

Shakspeare was a neologist, and ' Spenser Aim- 
adf affeeta the obsolete.' Looking to Milton for 
authority, as the author of the greatest sacred epic in 
our language, it is quite notorious that he not only 
did not abstain fhim the coinage of new words, but 
vehemently affected them. Not his worda only, but 
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his teateiteet ue entirely new! He, iadeed, csrrifid 
tfaa system to iti n« pha ulfra; for, if we concur 
witli JohoBOii, he invented a new and peculiar dictioo 
for the express use of bis epic poem, which, says the 
doctor, ■ is so &r removed Irom common use, that 
fin anleamed reader, when he first opens bis book, 
finds himself surprised by a new language.' 

It cannot be denied, that to servile imitatora of 
Milton (all whose view of being Miltonian consists in 
liie use of certain epithets and idioms, ' nathless, 

* eremite,' ' dark profound,^ ' nor did he not,' &c. 
&c.,) this large creation of words has been the great 
stumbling-block. As all are not Miltons who wbh to 
be so, too boundless an issue of questionable value in 
new words must be restrained. To Mr. Montgo- 
mery's honour, it may be truly said, that while be is 
barely chargeable with the creation of neui, he is as 
sparing in tbe revival of ancient words, as any of the 

• better brothers.' He sometimes, but very rarely, 
resorts to the use of a new compound ; and, some- 
times, but generally in obedience to anal<^ of lan- 
guage, imparls an active sense to a substantive quality 
or thing. It may be as truly added, that although his 
choice of subject—* Milton's hero,' as Dryden termed 
Satan, and the construction of his poem in blank verse, 
might have seduced an inferior genius into imitation, 
he is not a copyist of Milton's invented and inverted 
style. Neither is he a mannerist: he is not, indeed, 
a copyist of the mere verbal physiognomy of any poet 
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living or deadi Compared with tha classical poets of 
Eogland, the construction of his vene may be said 
to come nearest to such a^ structure as might be 
supposed to result from a combination of Akenside, 
Young, and Cowper. While, in diction and seoti-* 
ment, he unites the magoificeot diversity aud gloomy 
splendour of Young, he adds the natural flow and 
cfasBtened vigour of Cowper, to the exuberant imagery, 
lofly eloquence, and platonic abstractions of Akenside. 
The faults of his style are those of Young and Aken- 
side, the intermingled declamation and abrupt terse- 
ness of the first ; of the second, his ' too great inters 
texture' as (Johnson charaderisticalli/ terms it) of 
complicated clauses. Like Akenside's^ his sentences 
are often too far prolonged, and the due closiag of his 
periods is too long delayed. Like him, too, he often 
piles imsge on image, and aggregates ornament on 
ornament, while sometimes the new thought alone pre- 
serves the mellifluous cadences and ' dying falls ' 
of the verse from surfeiting the ear with sweetness. 

What, then, are the limits to poetical neology? 
Pope has stated them — 

" If where the rules not/or enough extend— 
Some lucky Ucence answers to the full 
The intent propoied — that licence it a rule. 
Great wits sometimes may gloriouely offend. 
And rite to faults Irue critici dare not mend. 

But if ypu must offend 
Against the precept, ne'er trantgrets itt end; 
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Let it be iddom, and cotnpeUd by need. 
And have at least good pnenfert' to plead. 

Ea»ay on Critidtm, 

This is good seasei like every tfaoaght of Pope, wh(» 
baa been justly called the ' Poet of good sense;' ia 
wbom nothing ultra — nothing opposed to the golden 
mean — could ever be detected, either in his* politics 
or poetry. With so discreet a guide we cannot err. 
Old or obsolete nords may be revived, or new words 
or phrases created, provided they be poetically appro- 
priate, or justified by necessity ; as, for instance, in 
cases where a word or phrase will express a thought 
or paint an image, not to be otherwise expressed or 
painted without a circumlocution : the use of such 
licence must be limited, indeed naturally will be, 
since the predicated cases of exceptions can but nn- 
frequently occur, and must be warranted> as much as 
can be, by precedent. 

Now, let us try the accuser and accused by this 
perspicuous and satisfactory critical law, as applied 
to diction. The following passage contains the Edin- 
burgh Journalist's objections on the score of Mr. R. 
Montgomery's alleged ' false coinage of new words : ' 

' Among other specimens, we find, *' paiadisal," 

* ' The Toriet all me Whif , and Whigs a T017 ;' Pmiogne to 
SpiilUi, Proof of ■ wlie and independent muderatioa. Ho vu 
a coDiittent friend to rational liberty — a better diBtinction; onecf 
thou rare unpeniiontd friendi of liberty who had not rendered his 
adeoeaeji queitionabU by peeuniarj/ adcantoge, ot twice mendicatei 
tubitriftiont. 
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"vasty," " impKgn" (for impregnated,) a " dew-fall" 
(meaning a dew-drap,) " a most tnsinuous man/' 
" the greenery of hills," " halls of fictioua glare " 
(obsolete,) " a pest which might pang the heart" 
(obsolete,) "dareful" (cAsolete.) 

Of all this comotnm^ of verbal objections, the 
woids termed obsolete are admitted by Pope's rule ; 
ftmg is not new, but warranted by the poetical use . 
of substantive verbs, as ' to medicine,' ' to wiog," 
(Shakspeare ;} dew-&ll, I think, is used by Spenser., 
The greenery of hills is a beautiful picture-word (may / 
be allowed to use a new compound P) of Coleridge : 
the words 'imi»ega' and ' paradisal' are Milton''s; 
' vasty' — ^^ vasty deep* is Shakspeare's. Thus no ob- 
jectionable epithet remains in the critic's fasciculus 
hatinnnttoua. Insiouantwas possibly written ; though 
philological analogy (in and ainuosus, winding into) 
might warrant the phrase, did the occasion claim it, 
which, I think, it does not. The word is, however, 
corrected in the second edition. None of these words 
ate coined. They are not ' a faUe coinage of new 
words.' 

The critic, had he taken pains, might have found 
many new words really belonging to Mr. Montgomery. 
Many of these words are enei^tic, glowing, and pio* 
tnresque. They accord with the foregoing definition. 
They paint an ideal picture, or strong sentiment, not 
to be expressed, or painted otherwise, except by 
periphrasis, and they fix it on the mind. They, 
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therefore, bear the true impreas of the mint of geoins, 
aod may pass henceforth for carrent coio. Some, 
however, are exceptionable. I have already objected 
to ' glanced for survey ; I find the word * mdimii^ 
used. Here the thirst — natural to all strong thinkers 
—for a stronger expression than lies at hand, has led 
the bard to overlook the word ' sacrifice,' as fully and 
more naturally expressive of the sense, and equally 
reconcilable to the metre. 

A few of those pictural words and phrases, which 
appear to me at once new (at least in their application)- 
and Intimate, may be appropriately adduced in this 
section ; they are chiefly compounds : ' dew-bead/ 
' sun-burst,' * storm-roll,' ' thunder-hymn,' * billowing 
music,' < voiceful trees,* * trepid locks,' * arrowy- 
throes,' ' death'glaze,' ' sea-foaro,' * snow-fiakes,' 

* water-wreaths,' 'cloud-wreaths,' 'thunder-wombs,* 

* plumy foam,' &c. The general peculiarity of these 
idioms is the adjective use of one out of two substan- 
tives in a compound. Most breathe a true and vivid 
poetic feeling. Some, indeed, might be adduced, 
which would need Pope's licence: — 

Thus Pegasus, a nearer way to take. 
May boldly deviate fivm the comnon track, 
EVom vulgar bourub viUhbraee disorder fKit, 
And match a graee beyond the reach (ffarl. 

I have now done with these critics. In conjunction 
with them I have examined successively the plot, the 
dtaracter, the lentifnent and diction of Satan. Of 
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one important critical division * of a complete poemy 
these writen have taken no notice whatever, while it 
must have been as clear, that they either ' ignored* or 
neglected the critical rules, whichj prescribing the other 
divisions, submit them to regular end perspicuous ana* 
lysis. I mean the moral. All poems should have a 
moral, and d, frrttori a sacred poem, Satam has a 
Btrikiog moral, which, if the critics had been prompted 
by the rules of their art to search for it, would have fur- 
nished them with a key to the apparent discrepancy 
of Satan's character. It is this — that * the hiobbst 

INTELLECTUAL REFINEUEMT HAY BE ASSOCIATED WITH 
THE QREATEST MORAL UBBASEUENT.' A terrible SSA 

wholesome warning — at once supported by religion, 
by philosophy, and experience, — to this day of am- 
bition, pretence, and feverish refinement — to this 
boasted age of the ' March of Mind,' Almost the 
whole of the 2d book of Satan is one of the best rea- 
soned poetical answers I have read to the doctrine 
of human perfectibility. There is obyiously a moral 
balance in the afikirs of the world ; weakness counter- 
poises strength ; a compensating weight detracts from 
each increased momentum of our progress, and we 
oscillate backward towards our first impassable and de- 
pendent line. For instance, the genius of discovery by 
its giant machinery deluges the world with its produc- 
tive wealth, with one hand ; with the other, he creates 
an artificial race of myriads of human beings, depend- 
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ing for tbeir snsteDance or starvation on the turning 
of a h&ir or a wheel, at the irr^Iar nod of demand, 
or supply — a contemplatiou replete vith horrible re- 
actions — at once magnificent and frightful. But most 
justly harmonious with the scheme of terestrial trial, 
is this hypothesis of a moral counterpoise. Were it 
not BO^ 

Men would be angeb— Bngds would be gods. 
Were it not so, we might expect a terrestrial millen- 
nium, an * age of political justice.' If men could 
progressively become perfect here, in enjoy mmt, 
morals, and intellect, (all three are necessary to 
perfectibility), the narrative of the fall, and of the 
existence of Satan, as Mr. Montgomery makes him 
argue (Book 2d), might be neglected as a fable ; 
nor would there be any occasion for the Chris- 
tian religion, which pronounces the irresistible syllo- 
gism : ' God ia Omnipotent, Omnipresent, and Just; 
ye cannot have justice here ; there/ore, Omnipotence 
MUST do justice to all elsewhere.' 

That the poem of Satan has its defects (in com- 
mon with every thing human) it would be dishonest 
to deny : but they are not those defects which the 
gentlemen, whose strictures I have rigidly but fwrly 
analysed, point out. They are, occasional tumonr 
and obscurity; occasional prolongation and harshness 
in the structure of the sentences and idioms j occa- 
sional want of condensation, synthesis, and precision j 
all faults arising from redundant luxuriancy of ima* 
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gination. The great fault, however, is one that only 
gennia could commit; * maUriem nperat optM/'-the 
exuberaDt profvsion of power amoants, in Bome in- 
stances, to mpererogation aad vsaate ; this is espe- 
cially the case io the 2d Book. Not satisfied with 
cETecting its purpose, sufficiently once, in scniptnring 
its vivid creations on the reader's mind, it wonM seem 
as if Mr. Montgomery's genius returned to effect it 
a second time, with sharper angles and in higher 
relief, in ord» to revel in shewing the akamaton pur, 
the indehtigable energy of its resources*. Such, and 
so qualified, are hb faults. His highest praise is, that 
he never humiliates morality, nor violates modesty. 
His images and sentiments are pure ; and can make no 
' worthy man a foe.' Against his Satan cannot be 
brought the charge which has been adduced by John- 
son against Milton, and by others against Byron, that 
each has outraged the ears of piety and virtue, by 
putting blasphemous expressions against the Al- 
mighty into the mouth of the evil principle. The 

* The deicriptioiu of HBrCin's p[ctiires in Book the 3d, ire of thia 
MperercigBtoiy description — cnriom ai they lae on thia account, that 
tb«r bring the graphic force of poedcal ptintiiig at ones into oompa- 
liwm and contrut with the liiter pictorial art. So ore the two »• 
binet pictures of Shakipeare and Uilton In the lame boolc, exquiiitely 
Anilhed and cflrrectlycolmuedai they are. I ahoold be Nny to mile 
them, and yet am bound to admit that they are out of place. A 
&ir argwnent may, however, be adduced, why Satui, expatiating en 
the operation* and drawing inferenca from the rerolti of mind, 
■honld >eek eridencu for hit deductiiMu in tha intellectn^ nrlitni 
of the great magnate* of the iiit«r arti. 
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restriction has dwpleased BOme of Mr. Montgomery's 
critics, by rendering the eharader of his Satan leas 
tmpun, bat it has pleaaed the more discriminating, 
by preaervtng the parity of hia own. 

After noticing Mr, Montgomery's faults, to de- 
scant on his beauties is a more gistefal theme ; and 
they are redundant and iDcxhanstible. By the aide of 
tbmr steady light, all tfaeUttlefmoIts elaborately exhumed 
fay purblind malice, en- frankly admitted by friendly 
troth, disappear as specks in the sun se»i through * 
darkened glass ; unincorporate with hb genius, th^ 
ate consnmed by its heat, or dissipated by its radiance. 

Id proof (rf the truth t^this commendatbn, I need 
oily refer to the sublimity of this Author's tempests, 
his exquisite sun-sets, his gorgeous sun-risings, his 
boldly outlined cities, with their cathedrals, and fanes, 
and palaces; hb tender landscapes, with their umbr^ 
geoua or enantelled valliea, clnstered copses, embo- 
somed homesteads, or sequestered village churches. 
Poetry never painted more vivid pictures on the fancy. 
Here lies Robert Montgomery's true power ; the lock 
of strength which testifies his poetic eminence is his 
graphic energy and vivid truth of description. The 
pictures which his genios conceives he brings out 
with such forcible hue and outline, that while they 
burst on the mind's eye, with the startling suddenness 
of magic, they fix themselves as firmly on that internal 
retina, as if they possessed the reality of palpable forms. 
Hilton's genius displayed itself in similar graphic crea- 
tions. Witness the three unmatchable pictures itf 
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Rome, Ctesiphoo, and Aliens in ParadUe Regained 
—poetic paintings, richly worthy of the pencil of the 
Millon of painting — Martin. Shoald I seek, in pur- 
suing the analogy of the sister arts, for a pictorial 
associate for Montgomery, I should call him the 
" Danby of Poetry." 

The open or sequestered landscape — the smiling 
lawn or solemn woodland — the gorgeous sunrise and 
the stormy sunset — the fairy loveliness of Eden — the 
floral wealth of caltiTated nature — and the gaunt ste^ 
rility of the * howling wilderness' — the convulsions 
and wreck of matter, end the wrathful or merciful mi- 
racles of Deity, are the themes which supply the sweet 
or daring imagery in which both delight. * His 
descnptions,' says one of Montgomery's justly ap- 
preciating critics, ' of external nature, in addition 
to their graphic loveliness, have the still greater 
merit of being all combined with internal feeling. 
It would seem as if the poet's soul had poured itself 
abroad on the scenes that he depicts, and made them 
en actual part of his existence.' 

I proceed, according to the systematic order I have 
preserved thronghout, to the production of such spe- 
cimens out of an abundant variety of flowers, from 
which it is difficult to chuse, in order to prove that 
the above tribute to genius is neither undeserved nor 
misapplied ; and shall then conduct the reader to a 
brief analysis and comparison of Mr. Montgomery's 
preceding . poetical works, with a view to define the 
gradation of poetical rank to which he is entitled. 
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I will first give some examples of Mr. Montgo- 
mery's diction, either in newly-applied, compounded. 
or revived phrases, to which objection has been mada. 
and which are admissible under certain restrictiona. 
Those marked with stars appear to me felicitous ; th6 
rest are adduced as specimens of the constructive 
peculiarity in question, which often consists, accord- 
ing to the real and strictly-philosophical" analogy 
of the langaage, in transferring the property of the 
English substantive to the active verb. Sometimes he 
adopts a bold Germanism (a double substantive) in his 
compounds, which he seldom or never uses, except 
when he wants a pictural word. He says 

To voice thy gpirit through the quarter'd world. 
' Knee thy name ' is used by Cowper ; ' syllable 
men's names,' by Shakspeare. 
Of music, he says that it 

• PvUeM into melody. 
Of a sunset, that the sky is 

Dmnoik'd with crimson donds. 
Spenser uses the word. Of rivers that they 

Rvrt gladnesi. 
This is an Hebraism. Describing a storm, he uses 
the following phrases — 

All echo wilh the cAoru* of thy cluudt. 

•Ecstatic thiiniiers antheming the storm. 

' Were a philosophical language conitrucW, it miut follair thii 
analogy, as the Chinese does : voca! or written accents marking tha 
sale differeace betweenthe substanlire, verb, adjective, and adverb. 
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•Shakspeare speaks of winds 

Qtnrwv to the Bound of sngela' harpa. 
.Montgomery saya — 

And every doud ii at itf thunder Aytmi. 
Thunder-hymn is a sablime expression. Byron (see 
Onn) has * singing in thunder.' Shakspeare applies 
-ft similar idea to a stonn, bat degrades it by the 
mechanical imagery of an < organ :' 

The winds did sing it to me ; and the thunder. 

That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, prononneed 

The name. 

Describing the rustling murmurs of waving boughs, 
Montgomery calls them 

Airy leaf-notes. 
And, satirizing sentimental fancies, says that they are 
Vain and unimpressive as the daiux 

Of teaf-shadei figured in the dreamy aun.'' 
He uses the terms — 

• Chariot-roU at clouds. 
Flowerets giddy with delight. 

Of a misanthrope, he says — 

De/hwering happiness of her young bloom ; 
Of England's mental excitation — 
The world 

" Is/e»er'd with thyname. 

The subjoined is original and picturesque : 

• Boughs like hectrse-plumei wave their thaiowyp^np, 
* Brave deUgkf is Shakspearian ; so is ' Fbiceless 

harm.' 

' Bright perjidyptwanionejet. 
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lias been objected to. To me it appears a new and 
beautiful metonymy. " Bright perfection " has been 
Implied, by Pope, to a beautiful wooisn ; " fair de* 
Btraction," less gallantly, by Darwin. 

Tbe fbllowiDg passages exhibit phrases iu which^ 
besides pictural beauty of image, the " sound is made 
an echo to the sense." 

Hears 

The careless mutter of the broken clod 

Upon his coffin eeko. 

What ocean mockery from the vokeful boughs 
Is heard I 

Hark I the revelry of waves I 
Now, like the tohirling of unniunber'd wheels 
In Hunt advance ; now wild as battle roar 
Id shatter'd echoes voyaging the wind ; 
Then, gnake-like hitting, (hey enring • the shore. 
Dissolve, and Jhwer the shdly beach toilh foam t 

Oh! what a tea of sound 
Went Wifowtr^withecstatical delight 
Thro' fathomless immensity, when hosts 
Divine their Holy, Holy, Holy sung. 

A sea for ever loundittg with his voice 
Qf bSioujt, " Might and majesty are here. 
And in eternity my loaves have roltd." 

The voice of waves, 
Faint as the rush of reqiid angel uiingt. 

We now come to a more important department of 
the subject— the sentiment and imagery of the poem. 

* The word tarittg, from the German (umringtn), ii pictnreiqne, 
and uulogical witk the Tentonic paternity <d the Buglith language. 
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In botH there are as many examples of the tuhHme 
and beatdifiU as any poem of equal length in the Ian- 
guage cont^ns. Scattered with profusion on both 
udes of my now pleasant path, I have only to cuU 
these flowers with unstinted freedom. 

The following passages, which I have made free t<t 
class under distinguishing heads, appear to me re-> 
plete with poetical beauty. 

DISTXWT MOUNTAINS. 

Soundless and solemn m cathedral towers 
Madedim and tpeetrai by the leintry moon. 

A. CROWDED CirV. 

The ttorm roll of immingled life 
Is heard, and, like b roaring fitmaee, fills, Sec. 

A sunrise has been already given. Here follow 
two sunsets : I remember nothing of this kind equally 
beautiful. Byron's strength did not tie in these ideal 
paintings, but in the analysis of miod. 



Biit lo ! the day declines, and to his throne 
The Sun is wheeling. What aworld of pomp 
The heavens put on, in homag« to his power I 
Romance hath never hung a richer sky, — 
Or sea of sunshine, o'er whose aureate deep 
Triumphal barks of beauteous form career. 
As though the clouds held festival, to hail 
Thdr god of glory to his western home. 
And now the earth in mirror'd on the skies 1 
■While lakes and vallies, drown'd in dewy light,' 
And rich delusions, dazzlingly array'd. 
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Form, float, and die in all their phantom joy. 
At length the Sun is throned ; but from his face 
A flush of beauty o"er Creation flows. 
That brightena into rapturous farewell I 
Then faints to paleness j for the day halh lunk 
Beneath the waters, dash'd with ruby dyes. 
And Twilight in her nun-Uke meekness comes ; 
The air is fifagrant with the soul of flowers. 
The breeze comes panting like a child at play, 
■While birds, day-worn, arecouch'd in leafy bowers. 
And, calm as clouds, the sunken billows sleep: 
The dimness of a dream o'er Nature steals. 
Yet hallows it ; a hush'd enchantment reigns ; 
The mountains to a mass of mellowing shade 
Aretum'd, and stand like temples of (he night: 
■While field and forest, fading into gloom. 
Depart, and rivers whisper sounds of fear. 



But lo ! again the magic smiset woos : 
The heavens are flow'ring with a rosy mass 
Of splendor, richly hued ; and, floating on. 
It deepens round the dying sun, who glares 
With fierce redundancy awhile, then sinks 
Away, like glory from Ambition's eye. 
Behind him — many a cloud- idolater 
■Will say, — what rocks, and hills, and waves of light F 
Magniflcent confusion ! such as beam'd 
■When the rash boy-god charioted the skies. 
And made a burning chaos of the clouds I 

AH KHQLI3H LANOSCAPB. 

Here alone. 
With Summer hymning llnough her haunted vales, 
'TIS beauty, bloom, and brightness all ! Hon rich 
The wooing luxury of floral meads. 
Reposing in the noon ; where scented winds 
£xult, and many a happy brooklet sings : 
SiU'e Admiration might romance it here t 
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Tall mannoiu, dtKtow'd throu^ prtiiriii treei, 
ThoM brown-Bpfcad fimna, grty villages and eoUi 
With castled rdics, and cathedral piles— 
Where dreBming Solitude may muse and ngfa. 
Enchant dead ages (mm their tombs, or hear 
The dark soliloquy of ancient Time, — 
Adorn the landscape, and delight the view : 
While haggard rocks, and heaven-as^nring hills, 
BaJking the ocean, here and there create 
A mountain charm, to solemtiize the Kene. 

LOHDOir. 

Myriads of domes, and temples huge, or h^i. 
And thiclfly wedded, like the ancient trees 
That in unviolated forests frown ; 
Myriads of streets, whose river-windings flow 
With viewless billows of unweary sound ; 
Myriads of hearts in full commotion mix'd. 
From mom to noon, from noon to night again. 
Through the wide realm of whiiiing passion borne,— 
And there is London ! 

• •••«• 

But, Mammon I thou a1m%ht)' friend of Hell, 
Sure London is thy ever-royal seat. 
Thy chosen cajnta), thy matchless home! 
Where rank idolaters, of every lot 
And land, do bow them to the basest dust 
That falsehood, flattery, or cunning treads, 
IVom dawn to eve, and serve thee with as true 
A love as ever angel served his God I 
See, how the hard and greedy worldlings crowd. 
With toiling motion, through the foot-worn ways; 
The sour and sullen, wretched, rack'd and wild,— 
The whole vile circle of uneasy slaves. 
Mark one, with features of ferocious hue ; 
Another, carved.by villanjr's own hand 
A visage wears, and through the trnitYous Uood 
The spirit works, like vencmi fn»n the sovl I 
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What-nuh And roar uneeuingl sAd bow atnng* 
A moss of objects, as I more along 

Invisible amid theae floods of life 
I see. A chaos of imnumber'd hearts, — 
Beating and bountUng, charged with great design, 
Ajid making Fate, at everj pulse, to feel, — 
Before me acts its mighty tragedy ! 

ANOTHER LAMHSCAFK. 

Here all that can soft Korship clum, or tone 
The sweet sobiiety of tender thought. 
Is thine : the sky of blue intensity, 
Or chana'd by sunshine into picture-clouds. 
That make biight landscapes when they blush abroad,— 
The dingle grey, and wooded copse, with hut 
And hamlet, nestling in the bosky vale. 
And spires brown peeping o'er the ancient elms. 
And steepled cities, faint and far away, 
With all that bird and meadow, brook and gale 
Impart, are mingled for admiring eyes 
"niat love to banquet on thy blissfid scene. 

A IHtKD LANDSCAPE. 

Dilated, as with gladness, glows the blue 
O'erbanging sky, untinctured with a cloud : 
Around me, lulls on hills are greenly piled, 
Each crowning each in billowy ascent. 
And beautiftd array : a breeze is up. 
In bird-like motion winging the bright air; 
Or by the flow'refs, giddy with delight. 
And dancing golden in the meadow-pomp. — 
Nor am I lonesome in this hour of bliss : 
The shining flocks that speckle the glad fieldi. 
The larks and butterflies that tint their path 
With beauty, and yon group of happy batMS, 
fit company for sunbeams and for flowers. 
So brightly innocent they seem, — partake 
The dreamy jtty of this romantic hour. 
And thou, beneath me in thy waveleis mood 
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Luxuriant ipread, with ripplei twinkling-— g«jr 
As inaect-wingi that flutter in the aun,— 
Cahn Ocean I 

A skjL-skokx *cbnb. 
Some musing wand'rer bj th« shore I see. 
Weaving his island -fancies, — Round him, rock 
And cUff, whose grey trees mutterto the wind. 
And streams down rushing vilth a. torrent ire : 
The sky seems crag^, with her cloud-piles hung, 
Deep-mass'd, as though embodied thunder lay 
And darken'd in a. dream of havoc there ! — 
Before him. Ocean, yeUing in the blast. 
Wild as the death-wail of a drowning host : 
The surges,— be they tempests as they roll. 
Lashing their fury into hving foam. 
Yon war-ship shall outbrave them all I — her sails 
Resent the winds, and their remorseless howl ; 
And when she ventures the abyss of waves. 
Remounts, expands her wings, and then— away t 
Proud as an eagle dashing through the clouds. 

A CBDRCB'YAOD. 

How meekly piled, how venerably graced 
This hamlet fane I by mellowing age imbrown'd, 
And freckled like a rock of sea- worn hue. 
Mo marble tombs of agonizing pomp 
Are here ; but turf'graves of unfading green. 
Where loved, yet lowly, generations sleep: 
And o'er Ihem many a Sabbath sigh is heaved 
From hearts that live on sadness from the tomb. 

And such is thine, lone muser I by yon grave 
Now ling'ring, with a soul-expressive eye 
Of sorrow. Corn-fields glowing brown, and bright 
With promise, sumptuous in the noon-glare seen ; 
The meadows, speckled with a homeward tribe 
Of village matrons, sons, and holy sires, — 
The hymning birds, all music as they soar. 
And those twin brooks, so beautlfuUy glad. 
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That whisper happy secrets to the wind,— 

Such life and heauty by the landscape breathed. 

And yet,— a tomb-shade overclouds it all I 

A church-yard I 'lis a homely word, yet full 

Of feehng ; and a sound that o'er the heart 

Might shed religion. In the gloom of graves 

I read the curse primeval, and the Voic« 

That nreak'd it, seems to whisper by these tombs 

Of village quiet, that around me He 

In green humility ; — can Life, the dead 

Among, be musing, nor to me advance 

The spirit of her thought ? True, Nature wears ', 

No rustic mourning here : in golden play 

Her sprightly grass- flowers wave : the random breeie 

Hums in the noon, or with yon froward boughs 

A murm'ring quarrel wakes: and yet how oft 

In such a haunt, the insuppressive sigh 

Is beard, while feeUngs that may pilot years 

To glory, sprbg from out a minute's gloom I 

Id the following I have ventured to mark with italics 
the expressions which appear to me new, picturesque, 
trae, or beaatiful, in 



But lot the heavens are ominously gloom'd, 
Methinks, as though they frown'd a dark response. 
Erewhile, and star- troops in their island glow 
Around the wan enchantress of the skies 
Appear'd, while lovingly the tusure lay 
Between them, softer than the lid cffsleep.^ 
But now, all pr^iiant with portentous ire 
They threaten, mining up thepomp ofnight,~ 
There is a gofping in the heated air, 
A wing-like flutter in the tim'Toaa bought. 
And iigk, and toiaid, from out the heart of thing* 
Invisible, breathed /orth ; — the Storm awakesl 
A thousand thunder-wombs the sky oppress. 
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The 1ij;htninin Iu>oe the clooda, mnd NOTtfa to BvtA, ' 
And Eut to Weit, a talc oS darkoeis tdl 1 
Bark I as the weaned echoet howl thtrntebiat 
Away, the ronring of the midnigtat sea. 
Beneath the cliff, doth take w. touading 1^. 
For she ii naved nilh glory T Inlloni heave 
Their blackness in the wind, and. bounding oa 
In vaulting madness, beat the rod^ ahore 
Incessant, flaking it mlh plumy foam. 

Hiis section of the subject may be advantageoasly 
closed by proceeding from terrestrial landscape to one 
of divine beauty. 



Paradise I — I see it as it rose 
In youthful splendor oo my savage eye ; 
A starry jubilee still rang; the wings - 
Angehcai of many a hovering shape 
Still joy'd, and glitter'd in the virgin air 
That seem'd one atmosphere of melody I 
As yet. nocloud was bom; the sunshine fed 
The flowers with beauty, till the twilight dew ; 
Birds, Eden-sprung, with sky-tints on their plumes. 
And butterflies, bright creatures, rich as they, 
Like showers of bloitom* frma a tree apwhirM 
On ilarrj/ viitff ktmg trembling iutMeair! 
More glorious yet I — from Eden's mount I gaied,'^ 
The greenery of whose untrodden hills 
Changed like the laughing hues on plumage seen— 
And saw two creatures of cdestial mould. 
Till these were made, companionlesa the world 
Appear'd, and as a heart suspended lay. 
All throbbing for the vision that ^K)uld dawn I 
And f hey w«re tashion'd, lireathing aiitpes of U&, 
With radiant limbs, whose robes were innocence. 
And eye that spoke the l»rth-plaee of the soul I 
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^te one did ^nncc the blue immeDiity 
Above, with a m&jestic gase, uid eye 
Ihe sun, as though he felt hinudf akin 
To his pre-eminence, and throned state : 
The other, in her foir perfection seem'd 
A shape appareU'd b; her onn pure nniles. 
Surpassing beauty, and subduing- love ; 
While, eeer at the rnotied, the bluth ofjhwen 
(yerveitdher; andahreexyhoHqftoundt,^ 
Like magic birdt, emboiom'd in the air 
la noeet attendance caroUd round her path. 
Never hath sunny mood, or shaping dream. 
Divined the vision which in Eden lay, — 
Each sound nas music, and each sight a heaven I 

Vivid imagery is the characteristic of the preceding 
extracts. The thoughts which sadden, or ealiven, 
the following passages, show that Mr, R, Montgomery 
is not imfamihar with the recesses of the humaa 
heart; indeed, sometimes he "considers too curiously;" 
occasionally, the thoughts are too metaphysically re- 
fined. Some of the contemplative passages are full 
of Byronian depth ; as, for instance, the contrast of 
battle triumphs to the physical misery of a battle-field ; 
Of worldly meanness sepulchred in self. 
And clinging, wormlike, to corporeal clay, 

to its joyless external pomp : of the elevation of aac- 
cessful genius, to the pangs inflicted on it, by the; 
envious mean, &c. 

A ILXBPlNa HOHASCH. 

Bervile is the pomp 
Of kings, tbou^ gorgeously it dare the eye ; 
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With that dim huinting of the dreuy tomb. 
That often through the buiquet-iplendor gapei,— 
A darkrutt that defiti a tun !— 

DEATH. 

At that deep hour, when, dwindling to a blank. 
The earth departs, and those dear sounds of Ub 
That once prevail'd so eloquently sweet, 
Graw faint and ditmal, as the dreary voice 
Oftoateri, gurgling round a drowning matt, 
Ttie solemn meanings of the past are known. 
What spirit warn'd in eveiy funeral knell ! 
How oft the hearse-train, stealing through the rush 
Of sounding pathways with a spectral glide. 
The vision of a dying moment gave I 

In the following passage, the expressions * wolf- 
eyed, ' 'bubbles out in song,' 'a sunbeam in a 
etorm,' are replete with poetical feeling. 

LIES. 

There droops a man. 
Poetic sadness in his pensive eye. 
As haunting tombs, or scenes beyond the dead ; 
And here, a victim of tempestuous thought. 
Wolf -eyed, and glaring out his wilder'd mind 
In glaneet lit with torture ! — while to mock 
Their coward anguish, see a soulless thing 
Appear, whose spirit bubbles out in song ; 
And this is life,— a sunbeam in a ttorm I 
The idea conveyed by the following sentence in 
italics derives its forcible effect from its terse simplicity. 

FALL OF EUFIRBB. 

Tell me what are they ? 
And she, earth's ancient tyranness, dread ~ 
The rolling of her battlC'Cais, the voice 
Of Sctpio, and the sound of CmKor's march, 
Sid / not hear T 
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But now, come down from thy celestial height 1 
Descend, and struggle wifh the heartless crew 
Vfho out of others' teaja extract their joy, 
The rocky naJure of ignoble minds. 
Ambitious spite, and unrelenting hate. 
And all who nibble at each young renovm, 
Tis thine to wrestle wilh ; thy spell is o'er. 
And gloiy is a feast for shame :^TeproBch 
It not ; true happiness it never breathed I 

RIVAL XNVY. 



O thou, that hunger'st for bewild'ring fame. 
Come here, and prove what rottenness of heart. 
What fev'rous envy, what corrosive sense 
Of emulation, in these glorious dwell I 
TVhat under- currents in this scene of joy ! 
Smiles in the surface, but a coward tide 
Of jealousy beneath. Harkl to the gibe, 
O Hale, the (art dissent, the damning sneer, — 
To such a Uttleness the mighty fall I 
Behold it. Ignorance ! redeem thy blush, 
And take a happier name. 

The subjoined passage is imbued with a mefancboly 
but true philosophy. Canuing is probably implied. 



Alas, Ambition ! see yon ^fted man, 
Stand forth awhile, surpassing and sublime; 
His brow imperial, in his eye a blaze 
Of meaning, pour'd from a majestic soul ; 
Borne on the whirlwind of triumphant "Iliought, 
Through the vide universe his spirit sweeps 1 
Thrones, monarchies, and states, — he summons each 
To strict accompt j their victories and kings 
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The Senate nonders, Rapture finds a tongu^ 
And Envj tinks abash'd to pruse. But go. 
Young Emtilation, irhen ttus glowing scene 
H&thcoord to common life, and mark him well I 
The hero is no hero here ! the mean 
Have tortured whom a kingdom could not bend : 
Around him, too regardful, scandal flies ; 
And vrorda, like gnawing vipers, poison life 
Away, or rankle in the spirit's core. 
In the next passage the ailment is wrought up to 

its logical climax with accurate and striking force of 

thought. 

The rounded earth nought so tremendous shows 

As this vast city, in whose roar I stand. 

Unseen, yet seeing all. The lifeless gloom 

Of everlasting hills, the solitudes 

Untrod, the deep gaae of thy dazzling orbs 

That decorate the purple noon of night, 

Oh Nature t no such majesty supply. 

Creation's queen, almightily endow'd. 

Upon the throne of Elements thou sltt'st : 

But in the beating of one single heart. 

There is that more than rivals thee ! and here, 

The swellings of innum'rous hearts abound ; 

And not a day but, ere it die, contains 

A liist'ry, that, unroU'd, will awe the heavens 

To wonder, and the Uslening earth with fear I 

The next and last passage I shall quote in this se^ 
tion of my subject, is sublime in thought and diction. 

SATAir's ADDBESS TO THB ALmOHTT. 

Thou dread Avenger t ever-living One I 
Lone Arbiter I Eternal, Vast and True ; 
The soul and centre of created things 
In atoms orin worlds; around whose throne 
Eternity is wheel'd ; who look'st — and life 
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Appean; whofrDwn'it — nidUBhilhpui'daiT^I 
7hou God] — I feel thioe erarlaating Cun«, 
Yet wither not : the lightnings of Thy math 
Bum in my spirit, yet it atiall endnre 
Vabksted, — that which cannot be extinct. 

Thoa sole Truiseendency, and deep Abyss 
From nhence the universe of life was drann! 
XJnutter'disThynatmv; to Thyself 
Alone the proved, and comprehended God; 
Though once the steep of thine Almightiness 
This haught, unbowing spirit would have climb'd. 
And smt beside thee, God with God enthroned, — 
And vanquish'd, fell — Thy Might I'll not disclaim. 
Immutable! Omnipotence isThine; 
Perfections, Powers, and Attributes unnamed 
Attend "niee ; Thou art AU ; and oh, how great 
Thatconsummatioiil Worlds tolisleniiig worlds 
Hepeat it ; angels and archangels veil 
Their wings, and shine more glorious at the sound; 
Thus, Infinite and ^thomless. Thou wett. 
And art, and wilt be. In Thine awful bloxe 
Of majesty, amid empyreal pomp 
Of Sanctities, chief Hierarch, I stood 
Before thy throne terrifically bright, 
And heard the hymning thunders voice thy name. 
While bow'd the Heavens, and echoed Deilyl 

And yet divided empire have I won. 
Behold the havoc in Thy beauteous worid I 
And have I not, recount it. Space and Time ! 
Thy master-piece, creation's god of clay. 
Dethroned from that high excellence he proved. 
When first man walk'd a shadow of Thyself ? 

Then roll thee on, thou high and haughty World, 
And queen it bravely o'er the ui 



Build thrones. 
And empu:es, hei^) the mountain of thy crimes. 
Be mean or nugfaty, wise or worthless still, — 
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Yet I un with thee I and my power ahill reiga 
Until the trumpet of thy doom be heard. 
Thine ocean vanish'd and thy hesvenB no morel 
Till thoube tfnantless, a wdt'riDg mass 
Of fire, a dying and dissolving norld. 
But then. Thy hidden lightningaareunsheath'd, 
O God 1 the thunders of Despair shall roll ; 
Mine hour is come, and 1 am Tneck'd of all—, 
AUiiave Eternity, aodMoJ is mine! 

An attempt has been made (when to derogate from 
the noble sublimity of the above passage was impos- 
^ble) to derogate from its originality, by referring it to 
Satan's address to the Sun, in Milton ; the detractors 
might as well have compared it to Ossian's address to 
the Sun, which, with self-betraying anachronism, is 
obviously borrowed from Milton. The passage has 
more affinity to the moat faultless piece in Young — 
the poet's Address to the Almighty, beginning * Oh, 
thou great Arbiter,' in the * Christian Triumph ;' 
but the latter is brief and unimaginative, though 
well reasooed, and, when compared with this charac- 
teristic address of Satan, shrinks into dwarfish little- 
ness. 



I NOW proceed with some remarks on The Omnipre- 
sence of the Deity. This work has been honoured with 
a wreath of as unanimous applause as ever greeted the 
production of any poet, however popular. As some 
publications are beneath criticism, so the universal suf- 
frage of the ' vox populi, vox Dei" should have placed 
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this at least above cavil and detraction. What como 
mendation now can benefit, or what dispraise dete> 
riorate a work, which, in an nnprecedented short time, 
reached eleven editions, and is now (a tribute paid to 
no modem poet besides) published as an Orstorio P 
All the magnates of criticism, and almost the whole 
town and provincial press, concurred in offering una> 
nimous end splendid homage to its merits. Surely 
these are not the ' Arcadian nightingales,' whose 
bray provoked the phrenitU of the writers in Fra- 
$er's Magazine, and the Edinburgh Jourmd, only 
to be cured by cupping and cold water! Hard judg* 
ment on their brethren or on themselves! 

Having said thus much on the established reputa- 
tion of the Omnipresence, I may be spared a detailed 
analysis of its merits or demerits. In conception, the 
poem is original ; in the* sweet Sow, and chastened and 
balanced structure of the versification, it resembles 
Campbell's Pleasures of Hope: if it has less classical 
polish, it glows with more enthusiastical fervour ; and 
the tone of equable elevation is- sustained with welU 
poised wing throughout ; but it has little affinity to that^ 
or to the two cognate didactic poems — Rogers's Plea- 
mrei of Memory, or Akenside's Pleasaret oflma^na- 
tion, in the nature of the pervading sentiment. The 
sense of an Almighty^ omnipresent witness of our 
mtnntest actions and thoughts, and whose thought 
could, at any given particle of time, arrest the move- 
ment of onr ' fearfully-made' mechanism, and call u^ 



iizodb, Google 



60 aosBBT uoirrooiiBmr 

into his awful presence for judgment, intensely awl 
sabFimely pervades the entire poem. A mcied ' tran- 
qalUity overefaadowed with terror,' which Burke has 
affirmed to be one element of the sublime, is its poetical 
characteristic. It is imbued with that thrilling, y^ 
pleasing and elevating fear, on surveying the mighty 
design of the universe, which Horace describes as 
alone peculiar to men' of mind : — 

HuDC Bolem et steUas et decedentla certis 
Tempors momentis, sunt nmformtdina nulla 
Imbutiqtectentj 
and which is even extorted from the materialist Luci«> 
tins, in an obviously heartfelt and painfully-wrung 



His tibi rae rebus qusedam dwina vohiptai, 
Percipit atque horror, quod sic natura tua vi 
Tarn mani&ita patet ex omni parte r^tecta. 

But the arvh^ypa] idea of the' poem may be probably 
traced to dii sublime passage in the Psalms : — 

Whither shall I go theq from thy Spirit: or whither riiall I 
go then from thy presence 7 

If I climb up into heaven, thou art there: if I go down to 
hell, Ihou art there also. 

If I take the wings of the momii^ : and remain in the utter- 
nost part* of the sea ; 

Even there also shall thy hand lead me : and thy right haad 
shall hold me. 

If I say, peradventure the darkness shall cover me : then 
diall my night l>e tunied to day. 

Yea, the darkness is no darkness with thee, but the night is 
as clear as the day : the darkness and light to thee are both 
•like. 
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' Bodce coBsideTs the Deity^s omnipresence as the 
higheat dnatum of the contemplative Biibliaie. 

- * ThouglL in a just idea of the Deity, perhaps 
none of his attributes are predominant; yet, to oat 
imagination, his power is hy far the most stnking. 
To be struck -with his power, it is only necesury 
to opea our eyes. But while we contemplate so. 
vast an object, uoder the arm, as it were, of Al- 
mighty power, and invested on every aide with Om- 
hipbesehce, we shrink into the minuteness of oui 
own nature, and are in a manner annihilated before 
lam. ■ • • If we rg'oice, we rejoice with, frem- 
bUng ; and even whilst we are reeeKing benefita, we 
cannot but ihudder at a power which can confer 
benefits of such mighty importance.' — ^Borke on th« 

Sublime and Beauti^l. 

As the design of the Satan of Mr. Montgomery 
brings him into comparison with the Paradiae Regained- 
of Milton and the ChUde Harold of Byron, so bis 
Omnipreience, combined with his Satan, bring him 
into fur comparison with two living authors of ^eat 
genius — Campbell end Rogers. These poets, following 
up Akenside's idea of the Pleaauret- of Imagina- 
tion, which may be considered as a poetical essay on 
Taste, produced their twin didactic splendid poems, 
flte Pleaaurea of Memory and the Pleamrea of Hope. 
Both the latter embrace the two provinces of taste-' 
— the beautiful and the sublime, — but chiefly limit 
themselves within the bounds of the former. The- 



iizodbyGaoglc 



92' BOHEBT HONTGOHBH? 

Ommpntence principally takes up the sublime ; its 
purport is to display the pleasures of contemplative 
devatian of mind ; the feelings of thrilling fear at AI- 
migbtiness constantly present, with their puiifying: 
and ennobling effects. The subject ascends to the: 
highest regions of imagination : it is a loftier wallt of 
poetry than that of either Rogers or Campbell ; and , 
requires a more sinewy and constantly nnweoried 
wing. If all the demands which snch a subject exacts, 
from the poet be satisfactorily met, — if the poem be- 
complete, and worthy of the subject in sentiment and 
diction, the task which he has achieved must be pro- 
nounced greater than that of either of those bards. , 
And this notwithstanding slight faults; which, in. 
reality, are as imputable to them as to him. It cannot 
be disputed, that, taking the Omnipresence singly^ 
fae is inferior to Rogers, in placid sweetness, in 
steady outline, and philosophical grouping; and odeo 
inferior to Campbell in chastened polish, in melli-. 
fluous logic, and some of the &scinating graces of 
minor ornament and delail. He is superior to them, 
however, in grand simplicity of design and massy sub- 
limity of effect. Campbell has few instances of un7ntxe(2 
aublimity; Rogers, I think, none — a placid correct' 
ness, and agreeable beauty of thought and style, per- 
vade the whole of bis poem. The Omnipresence, under 
this point of view, may be likened to the solemn stern- 
ness of a gigantic Egyptian temple — as compared with 
the elegant ornament and polished gracefulness of a- 
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Gredan bne. But I koow of no Tonr consecutive 
tlines in this ivork, that can excel the melting sweet- 
ness, and accurate iilustration of this short passage 
-in Rt^ers — notwithstanding the tripU alliiercUion in 

the last line, which I fear the critics vonld have pro- 

ooanced fatal in Montgomery. 

Ijghto' Ihan air, Hope's summer TJiions By, 
If but a transient cloud obscure the sky ; 
If but a ray of sober reuon play, 
Lol Fancy's fairy frostwork melts away. 

The six gossamer lines, however, which follow, be- 
ginning, * But can the wiles of art,' and close the 
book, disappoint both the ear and mind by their un- 
sabstantial dilation. 

Nor does Montgomery rival the flowery hixuriancy. 
the dreamy hut pure voluptuousness, and soothing 
pathos, of the following passage in Campbell's P/ea- 
aures of Hope : — 

Auspicious Hope I in thy sweet garden grow 
Wreaths for each toil, a balm for every woe : 
Won by thdr sweets in nature's languid hour. 
The way-worn pilgrim seeks thy summer bower; 
There, as the wild-bee murmurs on the wing, 
What peaceful dreams thy handmaid spirits bring I 
What Tiewless forms th' ^olian organ play, 
And sweep the furrow'd lines of anxious thought away. 

While instituting a comparison, I quote passages 
with which few leaders are unfamiliar, in order fairly 
to recall, in this iirst stage of the inquiry, the peculiar 
beauties of sentiment and diction which characterize 
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-the bratber bards. Correct taet^lwr and tender aih 
■aocntiaai form the mental charm of tha preceding 
melliflnous passages in Beyers and Campbell; vivid 
portraiture, united with delicious cadence, of the sac- 
ceediag passages from M^ontgomery :— 

See I not a cloud careen yon pensile sweep — 
A naveless sea of aiure, atill as sleep ■ 
Full in her dream; light the Moon presidei. 
Shrined in a. halo, mellowing as she rides ; 
And far around, the forest and the sbvan 
Bathe in the l)eauty of her emerald beam. 

Again — ; 

Thrice has the sun upon his green-wiv'd bed, 
'Hid rosy clouds his vesper radiance shed ; 
And thrice the moon from out the ocean rose 
Like pale-eyed beauty waking from repose ; 
As oft beneath, the melancholy nave 
Murmur d o'er many a seaman's weedy grave. 

Again — 

Sublimely sad ! to linger in some aisle. 

Where, through the blazon' dpanet, the vesper snule 

With pallid radiance quivers in the gloom. 

Or croumt, like aerapk light, the impiring tomb. 

In the subjoined landscape, the image of the ' rain- 
bow dropping on the distant hill/ is conceived in the 
purest spirit of poetry : — 

Tint comes the Sun, unveiling half his face; 
While dark clouds, skirted with his slanting ray. 
Boll, one by one, in azure depths away, 
TiM pearly »hapea, like molten billoiM, lie 
Along the tinted botom of the sky : 
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KextbrMies murmur vitb hBrmomomehuiB, 
' Panting and wild, like oiph&na at the itorm ; 

Nows^ping fltmers, nom making blossoms shake. 
Or toeaviftg rippUa on the grcug-green lake ; 
And thus the Tempest dies ; and bright, attd ttiU, 
Th4 rtanbote drvpt upon Ae dittanl hill. 

Nor are the energetic phrases, in the following scene 
of horror, less impressed with the true mint-mark of 
genuine poetry — 

No more the toenttfor the carnage Ml*, 
No death-piled tumbril from the slaughter roll* ; 
The blood has dried wpon the wither'd plain. 
And brave La Vendue blooms iu peace agwn. 

The next passage will remind the reader of Camp- 
bell's defects, though it is still distinguished by Mont- 
gomery's forcible peculiarity of diction ; for example, 
the pictural idiom, * wirolU the thunder.' The suc- 
ceeding line, ' unfurls the whirlwind, and upheaves the 
world,' is, however, an inflated imitation of Campbell's 
great feult — his balanced inflation. 

Far as the fancy flies, or life-stream flows. 
From Georgia's deserts to the Greenland snows. 
Where space exists, Thine eyes of mercy see, — 
Creation lives, and moves, and breathes in Thee [ 
* • • * » 

Expands the blossom, and erects the tree. 
Conducts each vapour, and commands each sea. 
Beams in each ray, bids nhirlwinds be unfurl'd. 
Unrolls the thunder, and upheaves a world ! 

Again — a specimen of the objectionable resemblance 
with a redeeming difference. 

Some wear out Ufe in smiles, and some in tears. 
Some darewith hope, while others droop with fears. 
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Some gtily vanish to &nunfeir'd gnie, 
^eelatthetun-Jkuho'erantmmarwaee. * 

The following passages, descriptive of a Vagrant and 
a Captive, exhibit the author's differences from and 
resemblances to Campbell, in character, sentiment, 
and dicdon. In these and other beautiful descriptions, 
a loose phrase, uow and then provokingty occurring, 
induces the inference, that the author, with the impa- 
tience of genius, has not rigidly corrected his proo&. 
The thrice corrected MSS. of ' paper-saving' Pope, 
and the thrice elaborated reviies of the nervously fits- 
tidious Canning, should have taught him the saving 
virtue of correction. 



As oft the vagrant shivers through the street. 

No voice to pity, s^nd no hand to greet, 

With many a pause he marks that window-pane. 

Whose cheering blaze recalls his home again ; 

T1)e friend and face, the music and the mirtti. 

And social magic of his evening hearth, 

Awaked by mem'ry, warm his widow'd heart. 

Till real woes in fancied btiss depart; 

And one by one, as happier days appear. 

To each he pays the homage of a tear ; 

Though homeless, still he love's home's joyous glar 

Looks up to heaven, and feels his home b there. 

THS CAPTIVB. 

Within a dungeon, mildew'd by the night, 
Barr'd from salubrious yir and cheering light. 
Lot the pale captive pines in hostile lands, 
Chain'd to his doom by adamantine bands. 
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Oh ! how he pants to face the freih-wing'd breeze, 
And list the Toices of the summer trees : 
To breathe, and Uve, and more, and be as free 
As Nature is, and man vras mode to be ! 
And when at night, upon hia flinty bed. 
Silent and sad, he lays his grief-morn head. 
There as the dungeon bell, with dismal sound. 
Tolls midnight through the sleeping air around. 
Remembrance wafts him to congenial clime^ 
And frames a faity world of happier times — 
The woodland haunts around his native scene, . 
The Village dance upon the festive green. 
His sloping garden where he lor'd to ply. 
And smiled as peeping .flower-buds hail'd his eye. 
His beauteous partner, and her blue-eyed boy. 
Who prattled, play'd, and fed his soul withjoy. 

A favourite specimen of sublimity in Darwlor begin- 
ning ' Immortal Love, who ere the morn of time,' and 
embodying an idea of Creation, derived from a foble 
of Aristopbanes, strikes me as polished almost into 
tame n ess. Not so its aDtitheaia in Campbell — a 
Hindoo fable of the Day of Judgment — The Tenth 
Avatar — denved probably from or modified by the 
Anaglyphies or picture-writing of the- Apocalypse. 

Nine times have Brama's wheels of lightning hurl'd 
His awfuT presence o'er the alanned world; 
Nine times hath guilt, through all his giant frame,, 
Convulsive trembled, as the Mighty came ; 
Nine times hath suflering mercy spared in vain, — 
But heaven shall burst her starry gates again t 
He comes ! dread Brama shakes the sunless sky 
With murmuring wrath, and thunders from on high. 
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Heaven's fiery hone, beneath hii irftnior form, 
Fawi the light clouds and gallops on the storm 1 
Wide TOvea bU flickering svord ; hii bright arms glow 
Like summer suns, and light the world below I 
Earth, and her trembling islea in Ocean's tied. 
Are shook ; and Nature rocks beneath his Iread I 

This is, indeed, a noble passage ; but in the tea 
. diluted lines which follow (' To pour redress, &c.) 
and which close the book, the excited attention is de- 
frauded of the justly-expected climax ; with the inane 
imagery of Seriswattee lifting her hallowed wand,' and 
the feeble transposition of — 

Camdeo bright and Ganeia tublimt.' 
la ^ort, the entire frame of this well-conceived 
poem is evirated by a fastidious timidity in overpo- 
lishing. 

But the preceding sublime passage may be fairly 
matched by the Thunder'Starm of R. Montgomery. 
The subjoined verses will bear a rigorous test of com- 
parison. 

Ye giant ntnds I that from your gloomy sleep 
Kjse in your wrath, and revel <hi the deep ; 
Lightnings t that are the mystic gleams of God, 
That glanced when on the sacred mount he trod ; 
And ye, ye thunders ! that begird His form. 
Pealing your loud hosannahs o'er the storm I 
Around me rally in your mingled might. 
And strike my being with a dread delight ; 
Sublimely musing, let me pause and see. 
And pour my awe-struck soul, God I to Thee. 



iizodb, Google 



AND HU UETISWEU. 99 

A tfawtder-Btonn— the eJoqaeoM of beaveo. 
When evcfy dmid ii from Ui aluBiber riven, 
Who hath not paoBed beneath ita hollow groan. 
And felt Omnipotence around him thrown ? 

With nhat a gloom the uah'dng scene appears 1 
The leaves all ftuttring with instincttre fears, 
. The witen ourhng with a fellow dread. 
A breezeless ftarfowe round creation spread. 
And, Ust, the heavy rain's reluctant shower, 
With big drops patt'ring on the tree and honer. 
While wizard shapes the bowing sky deform, — 
All mark the coming of the thunder'Stiu^n! 

Oh! now to be alone, on some still he'^ht. 
Where heftven's black curtains shadow all the sight. 
And watch the swollen clouds their bosoms clash. 
While fleet and far the living Ughtnings flash, — 
To mark the cavems of the sky disclose 
The fiimaee- flames fliat in their wombs repose. 
And see the fiery arrows fall and rise. 
In dizzy chase tdong the rattling skies. 

The next picture is in a different style, and exqui- 
sitely tender. 

A DAOOHTXK SlTTINa BT KBB FATHSK't . 
DBATE'BXD. 

There, as the melancholy midnight bell 

Tolls o"er the sleeping world the day's farewell. 

Frequent she glances at his wrinkled brow. 

And those dear eyes, so dim and deathful now. 

Till all his lore and all his care returns. 

And memory through her brain and bosom bums. 

That drooping hand, so delicately weak. 

How often had it smooth'd her infant cheek ; 

Or daoc'd her, lightly tripping by his side, 

And prattling sweetly with delighted pride ; 
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Or plucV'd the pwnf ed flower that ch»rm'd her age. 
Or gently oped instruction's pictur'd page. 
Or pointed to the trepid beauly-stu 
That tninkled in the vesper skj afar. 

In tbis comparison I have arrayed the minor poem 
of one poet against the principal poems of the two 
others. This is hardly fa-W; for I have not brought 
Montgomery's principal poem, Satan, to bear upon 
the question. Nor have I yet said any thing of his 
Satires. In Satan, even more than in the Omnipre- 
sence, the peculiar forte of Robert Montgomery is 
brought into the lists — namely, vivid susceptibility to 
nature's beauties, and graphic power in delineating 
them. From some of the passages in which this 
-wizard potency is displayed, the bards of Hope and 
Memory, with all their ' mail of proof ' and godlike 
array — with all their admitted greatness in other qua- 
lities, must retire. Even Byron, had he lived, unii< 
vailed as he was in one particular by any ancient or 
modern bard — the fierce and searching energy with 
which he dissected the mind and heart of man — might 
have owned, in this quality, < a brother near his 
throne.' 

In confining myself to the comparison of Robert 
Montgomery with Rogers and Campbell, I have been 
induced partly by the kindred style and subjects of 
their poems. If I have not compared him with other 
modern poets, of great and deserved repute, it is be- 
cause their peculiar class of poetry cannot be brought 
to the same test. Scott's fame rests, and will rest, 
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not OQ his poetry, pictaresque as it is, aod studded 
with antiqQBrian ' gems of pricej' but on his inimitable 
and immortal prose. In one respect, there is an ana- 
logy between the leading distinction of his prose and 
that of Robert Montgomery's verse — that which con- 
stitutes the mystic charm of his novels — his graphic 
POWER — the vigour with which he paints a scene in all 
the vivid reality of hue end outline on the startled 
retina of the imagination. Moore is as a lyrist uu- 
matcbed — a ■ glittering star, apart,' moving to hea- 
venly music — the combined Anacreon and Catullus of 
Britain. Kobert Montgomery is a poet of the old 
and sterling English school : he is original, but he ia 
no mannerist — he does not try poetical experiments 
on style. His poetry is regular — hence he cannot be 
brought into possible comparison with the school taunt- 
ingly termed the * Lake,' — Southey, Coleridge, Words- 
worth, mighty names, whom, though I diSer with them 
as to the poetical theory which they have endeavoured 
to set up, I mention with the homage doe to great 
talents. Their imagination seems too visionary for 
the guidance or apprehension of common judgment, 
too diseasedly nauseated with common but life-bearing 
food, and too misdirected by an overweening and mor- 
bid craving for unlicensed novelty. Moreover, their 
chief distinction is, that they reject the rigid orthodox 
canoiM by which I have guided my argument through 
the whole of this inquiry, and act up to their doc- 
trine of dissent by dissenting practice. Condemned 
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by Pope to oripBil poetical sin. tfaey COBdemB 
Pope in letDTD, to the pai^tory of tbcir contempt. 
The; are no more tasgiUe, theref<M«, by the feach 
of my argument, than if they lived in another wortd. 

Neither are Wiboo'i admirable poem, the City ef 
the Plagut, n<» the World before the Flood, of James 
MoatgtHnery, nor the single Poemata of other writers, 
such as Croly, Hoot, Cornwall, &c., nor the matchless 
eommoD-life scenes of the Wilkie of poetry — Cnibbe 
— to be passed without jost commendation. But I 
hare institnted a higher comparison, and the fate of 
secondary bards must be included in that of the pri- 
mary. If 1 award a palm above the secoadery claM 
to Montgomery, it will be on many and broad grounds, 
which I shall feel it my duty to recapitulate; bat 
among them, I may now name one hitherto umio- 
ticed. Unlike the narrower hmitation of the bards io 
whom I bate compared him, be has, witbont once 
qoitting the domain of regular poetry, shewn himself 
a master in all the four domains of taste, partitioned 
between the perception of the subHme, the new at 
ficturagve, the beauti/Hl, and the latirieal. 

Again, there are the female poets of this poetical lera 
— a bright constellation of talent, glittering with the 
starry/jfreandrroumofMitfordandHemans. Totheae 
our male poets, of whatever degree, ought to yield pre- 
cedence. Gallantry forbids a comparison which b^im 
by admitting doubt There is no Sdic law in poetry. 
For my part, I please mjstff with foreseeing, sod 



iizodb, Google 



AND HIS RBVICWXfta. lOS 

should wiih to aee, a tenth Miue enthnmed on the tc^ 
most pinnacle c^ Paraasaus, and a new Elizabethan 
period of female pre-eminence in poetry, rather than 
in lej^slation. Nor do I stand alone in the pereuasion, 
that the ait which adorns and purifies, softens, elevates* 
and delights, belongs, par eminence, to woman ; to 
man, the more stem and ambitious research of scien- 
tific discovery. To this opinion it is scarcely to ba 
hoped that the present age will defer ; but the next* 
perhaps, will accept uid confirm it. 
. With Lord Byron no living poets will bear com- 
parison. Comparison would annihilate the living and 
insult the dead. I have tboagbt myself compelled to 
abstain from it, by the proprieties of social and re- 
TCTential feeling. Of Byron, all who cui appreciate 
gemus, must be proud to say with me — 

Neque ego iUi detrshare ansim 
Hnnntem etgiH, multfl cum Uode eoronam. 

My scope of subject, as limited by critical precedent 
and law, has these advantages : first, that it obviates 
all necessity of comparison between poetic regularity 
and irregularity — between the orthodoxy and secta^ 
nanism of Parnassus ; second, that Rogers and Camp» 
bell being admitted as the beads of the regular school, 
a comparison of Montgomery with them (since every 
minor is included in the major) will decide the ques- 
tion as to all the subordinates of the same school. It is 
well that the limits of this inqniry are thus prescribed 
by the rales laid down in its outset, otherwise a 
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pamphlet ' would be insufficient Tor lis etnbrace; and 
the brief notice imposed by duty might be often mis- 
taken for misappreciation or contempt. Could I 
allow myself to depart from the above rules, I shoiiM 
be probably led to this conclusion, among others— 
th&t Montgomery deserves a station by the side of 
Bogers and Campbell; but that all three are inferioc 
to Soutbey. 1 say this with reference to the vivid 
poetic feeling — the pictnral vis of imaginative creation^ 
breathing and burning through those magnificent 
irregularities, Thalaba and the Curse of Kehatna. 
With reference especially to the latter, Daniell never 
startled or fascinated the eye with more living pic- 
turings of the gorgeous landscapes, the architectural 
sublimities, and idolatrous pomps of India. But neither 
my scope nor space will allow me to fill up the condi- 
tional comparison thus merely outlined; and I must, 
therefore, leave the apparent paradox as I have stated 
it, in the form of a postulate, ratberthan ademonstra- 
tion ; namely, Southey's natural superiority to all 
living poets in the highest and truest constituent of 
poetical imagiDation, graphic force— his conditional 
inferiority, as one of the founders of an irregular poeti- 
cal school, which excludes him from the range of this 
ioquiry. 

. It is only with the great living duumvirate of re- 
gular poetry, that the comparison can be and ought 
to be made — in order to demonstrate how near their 
grade, in the scale of poetical eminence, Montgomery 
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rises; or how much beneath their staadard, in de^ 
ference to truth, he may be admitted to sink. 

Although compelled to be brief by the compass of 
my subject, it may be advisable here to acquit myself 
of slurring over the comparison with Rogers and Camp- 
bell, by adding a short analysis of their standard works. 
Had these great men (they deserve the title) unhappily 
postponed publication till now — their * faultless verse' 
would not have been invulnerable to modem critic- 
lings; 

Critics like theae would make it prose again — 
Would the twin stars — the gemini of modern poetry — 
bave piloted their vessel safely through the Sym- 
plegades of conSicting politics and covert envy? 
Most probably : but with such stubborn opposition 
to encounter, and with such accumulated competi- 
tion to vanquish, it inay be fair to infer, that it was 
lucky for their unquestioned pre-eminence, that it was 
established in a different sera *. Of the various di- 
dactic bards whom I have brought into comparison, 

* SureljTjtfMUr. Montgomery'! opponents uy, that he haa without 
taerit achiered the Feat of eleven editiont in his Omnipreience, aud 
thi* in the midit of a ctimpetition iineiampled in talent and number, 
thej pay but a poor compliment to the present duumiirate of heroio 
poetry, since ^ey tliua insinuate th&t part of the now secured 
laurels of the lacier, under the shade of ivhich ihey enjoy a mme- 
whai Umid ' otium cum digrutaie,' might have been owing to a stage 
companttirely free from competition and inspection. The perennial 
oSsets of their genim might, under more adverse auspices, have 
dwindled into narrower rerdure'—perhapi hare been strangled by the 
neighbouring oTei^owth of talent. 

f5 
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k iBBy be said, that id KTiHment, Akenude chiefly 
occupies himsdf wiUi the real or ideal propertiea of 
thii^a — Rogen and Campbell, chiefly with their 
moral or inteUectnal aasociationa— Byron vrith the 
iaaermoBt phenomena of matter and mind — Montgo- 
mery, chiefly with the exterior properties and quali- 
ties of natural objects. Darwin, as it has been else- 
where urged, poetically represented the feeling of the 
nvolution^s birth — Byron, <^ its close. Campbell may 
be said to embody the same inDOvating spirit as Dar- 
win J but divested of its insane excitement and miti- 
gated into liberalism. Nor does this analogy between 
Darwin and Campbell hold only with regard to sen- 
timent. It is still more striking with regard to dictioo. 
Campbell is Darwin improved. Few will refuse their 
assent to this assertion, when perusing the evidence 
of the following lines, which are extracted from the 
Pleamirea of Hope. In many of them, the artificial 
balanced structure is not merely Darwinian, but 
Darwin himself revived. 

His imngedmteett and his rotyjhwen. 

Her ahitltv'd pmdovr* and berjfnv* /mnart. 

Dutt in the wind, or doe upon the/biwr. 

Strength in her armt, or mercy in her uoe. 

An arllen SBvage bat \fearUn man. 

The patriofs virtue, and QKpoeft wt^. 
. The mord of Brutus and the Theban fyn. 

The Thracian truvipet and the Spartan timg. 
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Of MHglamfaghr^ and H^velm'tanu. 
The OTNfa </ frannpA or the ^Vvim q^ wont. 
Their tMatthUtt lot oipttUau command. 

&C.&C. 

Of the secood peculiarity of Darwin's diction, his 
Latin neology, I find but one example, 'Korrent;' of 
Lis third, his material personifications — none ; but fiis 
fourth and last, the reiterate verb, runs through the 
entire poem. The following passage is again, in this 
patticnlar, completely Darwin. 

He itoeeps before the wind, 
Tread* the lovd ihore, he sigh'd to leave behiad, 
JfMl« at each step a friend's &miliar face, 
AriAJUei at last to Helen's long embrace ; 
Wipes from her cheek the rapiure-speaking tear. 
And cfaipv with many a ligh hit children dear. 

Again, 

Dropp'd from her nerveless grasp the shatter'tl spear, 
Ctoted her bhght e^'e, and eurb'd her high career. 

Again, 

Wao'd herdread standard to the breeze of mom. 
Pad d her loud drum, and ttoang'd her trumpet horn. 

Campbell's beauties, a few of the most striking of 
which have been quoted, are indeed numerous, and 
difinsed over the whole poem. like Rogers, in the 
Pleasuret of Memory, he seldom rises to the sublime ; 
nay, to the two or three previously extracted passages. 
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generally quoted as sublime, the word magnificent 
(expressing splendour and greatness, somewhat arti- 
ficial, and divested of the awe of terror) would, per- 
haps, be more applicable The picturesque, or new, is 
equally rare; there is, however, one passage ofpic- 
tural and picturesque force, in the description of the 
Swedish hero's fatal march through a snow storm, to 
Fultowa : — 

Fnxe every ilandard sheet, and hush'd the drum. 
Campbeirs chief defect of diction is that of Dar- 
win, — a stilted, artificial monotony ; the caesura 
tiresomely falling, line after line, on the same accented 
pivot of the ten-syllabled aee-sate. He has another— 
his over-cbastened and classical polish oflen descends 
to tatneacss, and sometimes to low expressions. Thus 
we have — ' Children dear,' vide supra; ' can wisdom 
lend the pledge?^ ' sapient tye,' ' sapient rule.' This 
latter word, vulgarized into irony, has been objected 
to Montgomery. 
Again — 

Every /orm that fancy can repair. 
From dark oblivion, • • ' 

T^Off^'rf her trumpet horn, • • • 

From whence each bright rotundifp was hwFd, 
' Viewless winds,' 'viewless eyes;' this equivocal 
adjective has been objected to Montgomery : viewless 
means unseeing as well as unseen. 

De^ from A» vauUt the Loxian murmurs flow. 
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* Vaults ' 18 nnpoetical ; the passage is, besides, bad 
grammar. Wbose vaults ? The poet means, but does 
not express, those of the Apollo Loxius. The next 
line is rendered low by an utUticky anachronism — 
And labia's awful organ peals beloir. 

He says of the spheres, in the language of the parade, 
that they— 

Peal'd their first notes to touitd the march of time. 

The following is associated nith & low image : a 

similar passage in Montgoriiery has been objected to^ 

Or round the cope (ring ?) her living ehariol driven. 
And toheetd in triumph thro* the signs o( beaven. 

How can thy words from balmy slumber ttvt 



The bard here means caiue to start; the word is un- 
grammatical, unless in the vulgarized sense, in which 
it is nauiically used. But enough on this head ; here 
is enough, and more than enough, to shew that the 
most faultless poet of the day might furnish ample 
employment to hypercriticism. Mr. Campbell afiects, 
tike R Montgomery, compound words, which, with 
some exceptions, appear unobjectionable. . 'Terror- 
mingled,' ' wonder-beaming,' ' passion-kindling,' 
• rapture-heightened,' ' love-delighted,' ' carnage- 
covered,' ' broomwood- blossomed,' &c. Sec. Hia 
riymea are elaborately perfected, and may be pro- 
nounced faulUess. 
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Rogen't itaadsid poem, tbe Pteatwa of Jfcnsfy; 
u free from Campbell's Darwinian ill taste of die- 
tkw. It is pan sad sweet, both in vene and though 
A polished equability, loiiietimei tinctored with 
pathos, and ofleo adorned with picturesque associa- 
tions, pervades it. It is rarely elevated ; never at- 
tempts the snblime, and its fault in sentiment is 
what the University men term esaayical; it is a theme 
replete with sensible and tasteful remarks conveyed in 
aweet and flowing verse. In confirmation of this 
opinion, I may here quote a passage of great beaaijf, 
both in diction and sentiment, in addition to another 
already quoted. 

When ]of» bright nu has shed his evening r&y. 
And hopes delusive meteors cease to play ; 
When douds on clouds the smiling prospect close. 
Still thro' tbe ^Mm thj stkr serenely glows ; 
Like yon &ir orb, she gilds the brow of night 
With the mild magic of reflected light. 

The versification is occasionally, in this poem, but 
systematically in Human Life, deformed with triples; 
The latter poem, fiir inferior to the Pleamres of Me- 
mory in thooghtful tenderness, and commenced and 
probably suggested by a plagiarism from Groldsmith, 
has been rendered a failare by its triplets, from 
which tbe anathema of Dr. Johnson * ought to have 
deterred our bard. Bogers's rhymes, like Campbell's, 
are faultless ; he also affects compound words, — 'root* 
* Life of Drydan. 
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nwoven,' 'war-worn/ &c., and aoinetiiiies, mb^jpil^y 
creates a word, aa * fapend rite.' Occaaionally &■ 
diction deBcend^ From equate to feeble, and bom 
feebte to low. Many instances of the latter migbt be 
found by ^word-buoten.' I aball here only note a 
canons circumstance, that the Poet of Memory, three 
times in three pages, uses the word steal io the sense, 
cause to steal, as — 

Stealing soft music on the «ar of night, — 
a circnmstance which, coupled with a similar angram- 
matical construction in Campbell, demonstrates our 
want of a cansal verb, like that employed in Arabic 
and its parent philoiophical language — Hebrew. If 
there be no example of the sublime in Kogers's 
Pteasuret of Memory, replete as it is with picturesqne 
description, it is but justice to add, that a poem, con- 
sidered as a subordinate epic sketch, by the same bard> 
■hews that the divina vis of a more elevated feeling 
was not wantiog. Indeed, justice is not done to the 
Voyage of Colundmt, It is but the ibaw^ of an 
epic poem ; and the plot has an unredeemable vice, 
that of transferring the inspiration of the bard him- 
Belfto a gratuitous monk, — a vice rendered more fatal 
by an interchange of the epic pentameter wilh an imi- 
tation of Scott's tetrametrical Iambics. But, if the 
test of Longinus be correct, that the tasteful critic 
may recognize the true sublime when he finds his 
imagination attracted, elevated, and ia6amed by that 
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of the poet, the true sublime may be Found among 
passages of exquisite beauty in the Voyage of Co- 
Ivmbua. A brief example may be adduced. De- 
scribing tbe flight of Merion, the guardian angel of 
America, the poet charBCteristically says, he 
Rose like the condor, and at tow'ring hei^t. 
In pomp of plumage tattd, deep'ning the thadet of night. 
Roc of the we»t, 1o him all empire given. 
Who heart Axalua't * dragon foldt to heaven : 
Hit flight a tchirlwind, &c. 

The commencement of Canto the Second, alluding 
to the submersion of the Atlantis of Flato and Solon, 
or rather of the Egyptian priests, might be referred 
to as another example ; and the conclusion of the 
passage, which describes ■ armed shapes' of godlike 
stature, slowly passing along the red battlement of the 
evening sky— 

Streaming a baleful light that teat not of the nm, 

is radiant with sublime splendour, and imbued with 
mysterious excitement. The most striking feature of 
this epic sketch, snd with the notice of which I shall 
conclude, is ' germane to the matter* of this pamphlet. 
I mean the graphic power of its occasional descriptions 
— a sure test of an excited imagination, and therefore, 
of the highest order of poetry. It is curious, that here, 
and here only, in direct opposition to his usual style, 

• The rewmblance of tbe tbeoto^ of Mexico to die EgjiptiBii, 
f^hiDcse, and Scandinavian, cannot here fail to itrike the anti^u^ 
rian. Her chronology and ftttronomj were Chineie. 



iizodb, Google 



AMD Mil' KKTIEWBBS. 113 

Rogers resorts to those ptetural worda and phiaies 
which have been noticed as the chief beauty and peca- 
liar distinction of Montgomery. For example ; 

And from his aingt of gold tbook dtvpt i^Uqtiid Ugkt. 

Oh whence si wsfted from Elyrimn, whence 
Those perfumes, stnmgen to the r^nrcd wiue ? 
Those bough* o/gold snd fniiti of heaoetdy hue, 
Tmgiag with vermeil light the teatert blue t 

Whose ennning carved this vegetaMe boul T 
doea not expreu the vivid image of P. Martyr ; Ex 
Itgno lucido coDfectum, et arte mira laboratum. 

Again— 

'Wber« man; t-JIre^ shooting tbro' the glade 

Spangled the loekt of many a lovely maid, 

"Who now danced forth to itreu) our path udthfimrert. 

There guavas bluih'd as in the valei of light. 

The episode of the Fount of Youth — a beautiful 
Mexican fable, sung by the humming-bird — 

QemfiMqfUfe, Xhv fairy king qfjiotoere — 
is exquisitely vivid ; of the mystic fount he says. 
It met the sun in mai^ a rainbmo ahouier 
Murmuring delight : its living vtatere roH'd 
'Mid branching palms and amaranthi of gold. 

While instituting the preceding comparison of affini- 
ties BO^ested by a review of the Onatipreseace, I may 
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not inappropriately adduce the following ] 
bearing out my view of the resemblance of Moot- 
gomeiy'g style in Satan to Cowper, Young nad Aken- 
side. They are less faultless than the £rst, but not so 
tame: on the other hand, they are more faultless 
and free from conceiU and wordy ampIificaticM) than 
the two last. The subjoined resembles Cowper's pas- 
■ages, ' For wealth too grasping,' and ' Ambition, 
avarice,' Task, Book III*. I am sorry my space will 
only allow me to refer to, not to quote the ' ktndted 
passages, in the three above-named authors. 
To eyes. 
Where avitrice hath rused a bliodiDg film 
^at flatters, while it bounds the view, her scenes 
Arrfty'd, and glowing with commercial pomp. 
More costly than the sun-enchanted skies 
Appear. Triumphantly outspreads the rimw 
Of Trade, of Traffic, and their aumptuous world I 
See ! from yon porta what merchaut-veMels spread, 
Daunting the wmda, and dancing o'er the waves, 
lUch wares and It* ing harden, while the breeze 
Toys with the flag, and fills the panting siuL 
Others, from many a tempest-haunted track 
Retum'd, in thunder beat thur homeward way. 
And send their spirit wreathing on the gales! 
Then harbl amid this wilderness of domes, 
Dark lanes, and sraoke-roofd streets, — what miof^ed 

■ These lines of otse rv ing and cold fron; on selfish tnngncM 
msf be quoted u a bappy spwiiaan of analogy to the pollihsd anti- 
thMca of Cowper — 

7*00 nuan for virlue, too polite for viM, 
Tlte Iiappy nadhuD which tb«!r ifiriu keep 
Is folly toaed to twatoral Joyi.— Satos, p.lU 
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While Comacne, in Ikt fhonsand ifaqwi a 
With eager band uid Bteed^ tje, panae* 
Her round of wcnden, sndofirain. 

• * * S • 

Yet here, methinka, had not one hideous thint 
For lucre purch'd all pity from the miod. 
The hollon cheeks, and hvid brow of Toil, 
That, lean, and yellow'd by infectious gloom. 
Droops o'er his hateful task, — might pang the heut 
Of Sdfishness, in her most griping hour. 
Here, too, amid the pestilential glow 
Of heated chambers, ivbere in sad revenge 
Art flourishes o'er fading life, — are pent 
The infant young, and Mendless orphan poor , — 
They who should gambol on the lusty meads, 
Wt^ gamesome blood danced beauty through their 

cheeks, 
^ms doom*d to languish in degenerate toils ! — 
Why, what a hell-slave will this Commerce prove, 
Wlwn life and feeling perish for her canie I 

• • • • • • 
Already hath an evil spell b^un ; 

Though a proud empire will not see, her heart 
Is ffever'd with a fesTring mass of thought, — 
A lust of gain, that rankles into hes, 
Cer fraudfd means, or knavish arts ; while Tynth, 
Integrity, and Honour, are diseased, 
' And die away in avaricious dreams. 

The next extract will remiod the reader of a &vou- 
lite cognate passage in Akeoside — 

Yet who the summer, that bright season-queen. 
Hath hail'd, beheld the march of midni^t worlds. 
The sun in glory, or his skiey realm. 
When thunder' demons are abroad again. 
And riding on the chariot roll of clouds 1 
Who that hath seen the ocean-terron swell. 
Or moonaUne rii^lmg o'o- tbc rocking wav« 
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III imilea of beau^,— all this living might, 
And motim, grace. Hod majeil; of things,— 
Nor caught some imputu that believing heart 
Uight share, and crown it with a creed aublime ? 

Ag&io, AkfiDside's admirers will not fail to be pleased 
with the subjoined extract, on the score of diction and 
imagery — 

Such will not ever be : thy death-gloom [nerced. 
And awM on the unimprison'd soul 
Will blaze ^'gim-burtt of revealing truth ) 
Wherein these mysteries of sight and sense 
Shall aU unravell'd lie.— The wizard Night 
In cavern darkness robed ; the lone sweet star, 
Oftworshipp'd for abeatific orb 
Where bright Immortals dwell ; the moon's romance. 
The sun's enchantment, when he wakes to smile 
The day abroad, or punt departing Life 
By his deep setting ; with the spirit-tone 
Of winds, the ocean's ever mutfring choir 
Of billows, weaving her mysterious spell, — 
And all that thus predominantly awes 
Or saddens feeling, shall itself resolve 
In spiritual completion. Then, thy tear 
Ecstatic, radiant with adoring thought'; 
The rapture, thrilling like a viewless chain 
From Heaven let down, and link'd around the souii 
Shall be translated by unlwdied mind. — 

This subjoined short sentence is strikingly like 
Young — 



Again I' — 

When this world dies, the next begins to lire. 
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Again, — 

Creaturei, whose soula outweigh a wtnid, airake I 
Uethiiiks I hear a ptying angel erf. 

Id the next passage, the first line in italic* resembles 
Young ; the last line is stamped with sublime force — 

How well. 
For many, had Ihey brute enjoy era been 
Of homely nature, or, as trees and flowen. 
Than, charter'd with undying mind, to liw 
Mere breath and blood, without a spirit Irua'd 
To pore advancement in the destined walks 
Of reason, and magnetically sway'd 
By truUis that up to heaven and gloty lead. — 
Bs lives the longest who has thought the most; 
And by sublime anticipation fell, 
Thatwhat's immortal must progressive prove. 
Or, dotentpord darken to auengittg night. — 

To conclude : the blank verse exordium of the 
Omnipresence has also a passage resembling Young's 
better style— 

Another day 
Is dead / and, with it, many a breathing shape 
Of life shall breathe no more. Many an eye, 
That smiled upon the mom, isfllm'd andcdd; 
Many a heart, that leapt with living joy. 
Is spiritless and still, — a solemn thought. 
Truth-born, and deep. But Life o'ershadows Death 
Beneath her brilliant wings ; and day on day. 
And hour on hour is piled ; yet unappall'd 
We glitter on life's varied road, until 
The dealh-knell mutters o'er our tombs, and some 
Communer vriththe midnight, when he hears 
The dusky steeples moaning to the clouds. 
Shall sigh and say — "Another day it dead f " 
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Mont^mery'a deacriptioD of the Last Day hai 
been fefetred to : its &iilt is iofistion ; bat it may 
be here said, that it ia free from the prevailmg blemish, 
of Young's Laat i?ay— hia forced and glittering cmi- 
ceita, Young comparea the souls roused by the last 
trampet, to cbuterinff beea. Montgomery says ' the 
Aoit of a^ ttartlea into U/e ;' and adds — 
The lea has heard it ; eoilingup withdread 
Myriads of taortals jlo* A from out her bed. 

Young compares the atars to bwuiket ofgrapet m a 
vine. Montgomery says of their a{^>eaniace at night- 
fell— 

HeaTen'a Mue concave Mottotiu out tm Han. 



The next avowed publication of Robert Montgomery 
in the scale of merit is his volume containing the Uni- 
versal Prayer, Death, the Vision of Heaven, and 
the Vision of Hell. The Universal Prayer k hardly 
worthy of hia fame ; and Death, though it contains 
some striking passages, does not appear to me cha- 
racterised by his usual energy and originality. The 
following picture is however exquisite. 

CONSUIfPTIOIT. 

With step as noiseless as the summer cdr. 
Who comes in beautiful decay ?— her eyes 
Dissolving with a. feverish glow of light. 
Her nostrils delicately closed, and on 
Her cheek a rosy tint, as if the tip 
Of Beauty' a finger faintly prsts'd it there, — 
Alas I CoHsuHPTiOM ia her name. 
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I may be excuted another extract, eqmlly beauti- 
ful, which recaHs to mind the witching transitions and 
magic melody of the divine Weber, in his yet tmoppre- 
eiated Obenm. 

A STOKV AMD IHIPWKXCK. 

Listen t — for, hear fe not the itaitled muds 
Invisibly are coming from their caves ? 
Fierce aa avenging fiends from bell evoked, 
Hiey march, and madden with a mingled howl ; 
Creation eotoert to thewakmg Stonn, 
And darluns as the oeetm-tAaot did 
Beneath the tpirit-thadotp of her God I — 
Agiunl again 1 the congregated. Winds 
Unroll their vtneei, — they have roused the Sea, 
And on her back ten thousand thousand wavei. 
Like wings of wrath, are swelling as they rise t 

Above, the rocky clouds are wildly cbsh'd. 
Till darkneti qtiickem into light/ and fierce 
And far the thunder-demona whiri their roar. 
Rattling the heayeas until they burst in rain ; 
While echoes wake and shiver aa they roll. 
And lightnings dart like daggeri troza the dondal 

Alone upon the leaping ^lioiot. In I 
Whal/«n^ Image toorks ile way f A shipl 
Skapelet* and mid, as by the ttorm begot ; 
Her laiit dithereWd and her ma$si/form 
Diifigur'd, yeHiemen6ovs\j sublime: 
Protclesi and helmlese through the loavet the ro^g. 
And ta-ithei, as if in agony! Like him. 
Who to the laat, amid o'erwhdming foei. 
Sinks with a bloody slru^le into death. 
The vessel combats with the battling waves, 
ThtiiJIeratydivet 6nfo»,— the Thundert roll 
B0r reqweM, and Whirlwinds howl for joy I— 
Look 1— where a laak of lightning Hripet ihetea.-^ 
Like straw upon the wind, a bark is whurl'd 
Hnun wave to wave! within, apale-Eaced crew 
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Sit dumb 01 phantonu ; with Iheir eyet bedimmed, 
TMitloeki all foamy tniWiealipt undated; 
And when Ihe cloudi unsheath their fires, agunst 
l^e toizard glare, their uplum'd/aeei gleam 
Jh one despairing row f — Their doom \a seal'd 
Above I— Death howls in eiery toolftth bhui. 
And lides oa each f^gantic wave t the Sea 
Shall be their sepulchre, lAeir eogltu be 
Her eavet, until the aummon'd Ocean hear 
The death-trump, and her bosom'd dead arise I 

The sudden scenic evanishing of this Weberian tran- 
sition is full of enchantment? 

Wave, wind, and thunder \a.i6 departed I iknmk 
The virion'd ocean from my view, — -and lo I 
A dittanl landscape, dawning forth amid 
The bright suffusion of a summer stm. 
On yonder mead, that like a windless lake 
Shines in the glow of heaven, a cherub boy 
Is bounding, playful as a breeze new bom. 
Light as the beam that dances by his side. 
Phantom of beauty I with his trepid lock* 
Gleaming like teater-toreatht, — a flower of life. 

The Vuum of Hell is as gorged with images of sub- 
lime terror, as the Vision of Heaven is begemmed with 
exquisite picturings of Elysiait beauty and angdic 
splendour. The first (especially in Ihe passage which 
describes the fiery form and agonized enthronement of 
Satan) resembles the gorgeous orientalisms and splen- 
did horrors of Vathelt : the last is coloured by a Sweden- 
burgian hue of religious FlatODLGm ; the welcoming, by 
two angels, of liberated souls into the garden of heaven 
is redolent with beauty, and the whole scene, tinted 
with that ' roseate glow' with which Froclus clothes 
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his Platonic Ely^iam, will remind the' reader of tbB 
fascinating mysticism of Klopstock. I subjoin the 
contrasted passages. 



The palace of the mighty God, 
Expanded into view !— My living soul ! 
'Willi awful feeling enter where He dwells. 

An empyrean infinitely vast 
And irridescent, roof 'd with rainbows, whose 
IVansparent gleams a. mingled radiance shed. 
Before me lay : Beneath this dazzling vault, - 
Glory, beyond the wonder of the heart 
To dream, around interminably blazed. — 
I felt, but cannot paint the vision ttiere! 

• • • • * 
Stillness ethereal reign'd, and forth appear'd 
Elysian creatures, robed in fleecy light, 

1 Togelher flocking from celestial haunts. 
And mansions of purpureal mould, 

• • * ♦ * 

The haliow'd choir was hush'd ; and I beheld 
Cherubic forms of immaterial grace 
And beauty walk o'er amaranll^ne meads. 
And soar on shining pinions ; as they sail'd, 
Their radiance quiver'd forth, and from each wing 
Soft as the breeze, and silky as a cloud, — 
A gleam play'd liquidly around their path. 
• * • • • 

Of archangetic mien, upon the wing 
Two Shapes I natch'd, careering to the bound 
Of vision : lighting there, they welcom'd in 
Three happy Spiiils, by Thb Laub redeem'd. 

Remote, whose emerald leaves with liquid drops 7 
Of light were gemm'd, two angels next 1 mark'd 
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In lympothetie connne uL Amid 

The itorm; worid below, th^ had o'erwati^'d 

The errant beings ]ust amved : through all 

Th^ wa^s of sin and woe, their guardian power 

Presided, until Mercy oBtne to crown 

Their doom, and they were saved, and seal'd Tor Heaven. 

Seraphic sweetness firom their lips exhaled. 

As, wrapt with angel love, th' immortal pair 

Their tale of heavenly triumph told. 



Apart, upon a throne of lifing fire 
The fiend was sealed ; in hia eye there shone 
The took that dared Ohitipotzmci ; the lig^ 
Of sateless vengeance, and subhme despair, — 
He sat amid a bomingworld, and saw 
Tormented myriads, whose blaspheming shrieks 
Were mingled with the howl of hidden floods. 
And Acherontine groans ; of all the host. 
The only dauntless he I As o'er the wild 
He glanced, the pride of agony endured 
Awoke, and writhed through all fiis giant frame. 
That Tedden'd and dilated tike a tun / 
Till, moved by some remember'd bliss or joy 
or paradisian hours, or to sup[dy 
The cravings of infernal wrath,^he bade 
"Hie roar of Hell be hush'd, — and silence was I 
He call'd the cursed, — and they,/liuA'ii Jivm ca»e 
And wild — from dungeon and from den they came. 
And stood an imimaginable mait 
Of spirits agonized with burning pangs. 

The Age Reviewed, and the Puffiad, are imputed to 
Mr. R. Montgomery; and, though not avowed, are 
not denied. A stadied detail of them may be 
passed over : notice and extract are, however, ne- 
cessary to show the probable quo anima of the late 
attack. Notwithstauding its great scope, the Age 
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Reviewed appears incomplete — the Paffiad complete, 
though a mere single sheaf of the great harvest of 
satire which life presents. 

It should never be forgotten, that the former satire 
was writteu at the age of nioeteet) ; and those who 
recollect that Pitt was bo early matured in the giant 
proportions of his fatal eloqueoce as to wield the des- 
tbies of the world at tweaty-one, will not consider this 
fact as derogatory from genius, but the coutrary. 

I shall dispose of the Pufftad first. If the Age 
Reviewed may be, in fierce vituperation and range of 
purpose, compared to Juvenal, the style occasionally 
approaches to that of the orthodox poet, Young, in his 
powerful satire the UnioeTgal Pasfion. The Pufftadmay 
be compared to some of the lighter censures of Horace, 
in its playful range ; but approximates still nearer to 
Young, who, Johnson says, unites the different qualities 
of Horace and Juvenal, without the laxity of the former, 
and the latter's deficiency of image. It is pointed and 
epigrammatic ; the wit is sharp, and the thought is 
weighty ; but, like Young's sarcasm, it plays chiefly on 
the surface of actions. It is mock heroic, like the i)un- 
ciad; it has a hero like that, and numerous victims. 
The diction is terse (unlike Mr. Montgomery's usual 
redundant style), and the imagery and metaphors are 
appropriately adapted to the subject. A few of the 
latter are added, which are original, and will remind 
the reader of the sly smartness of Pope. Of universal 
knowledge, he says-^ 
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Like a tnad eraeker, let her whisk and tub. 
And brighten every hole beneath the sun. 
Dull scribbling eannibaU, such authors att. 
Arid grin and gorge upon each other't wit. 
A rhyming race. 
Who creep and drag Iheir filth; trail around, 
Like ermeling tnaiit upon the slime-laced ground. 
The diction is equ^ly appropriate to the subject — 
witness the following terse, pointed, and energetic 
sentences. Of certain critics he says : 
TiKj fty-bloui every line. 
With rotten laurel* ruilling on his brow, 

. . . Fume of ropy brains 
Begot by dulness. . ... . 

Bid the etijkd lumber breathe again. 
Make dirt more dirty than it vras before. 
The syllables run scampering into rhyme. 
They crmol atmy like spiders fai with Mood. 
He terms battered dandies, 

Diseased perfumes. 
Unlucky criticisms, 

Crude diiasters of the quill- 

Filthy bhom of vice. 

Sallow belles that bloom, 

Like mouldy parchment with a rank perfume. 

Belles first, and now beaux : 

Full in the street, vXiere fashion's pimpled apes 
Limp forth at noon to show their poher ihig>et. 

One of the culinary authors b thns described: 
See round his frizzly pate what grandeur plays. 
While his eyes tirinkle with a hilchen blaze ; 
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Thou stulF'gt the meat with scientific hind. 
And rotfil the tmblett itomaek qfthe land. 
He meltt a line from out ha frosty brain : 
So from the TOoJiopt, when the bud is felt. 
Reluctant tnowt in dirt-striped cryatsb mel . 

* B«niinisceQt rubbish' is described as 'pestering 
fat octavos,' 

I^ck'd from brains 
Addled and heavy with their rahiih pains. 

I pass over quotations giving too clear explanation 
of the secret causes of the late combined attack on 
Mr. R. Montgomery, tinwilhng to give offence myself. 
My argument wilt suffer by doing so, but my courtesy 
■will be preserved. The passages, therefore, in which 
* Quack Reviews,' ' Monthly Humdrums,' ' lettered 
cutthroats,' and the system of * Puff me, puff thee,' 
are wittily, but too uncompromisingly dealt with, I shall 
beg leave to pass over, as well as to forbear extracting 
the ^itty comparison of the ' Parnassian state,' God 
wot, to a ' mixed herd of pigs,' 46 ; and shall proceed 
to the satirical sentiment. The following passages, 
describing Impudence the ' mighty mother' of Puff, and 
her proteg^, the Hero, will not unfavourably remind the 
reader of the Dunciad. 

Oh I bull-eyed goddess I let me pause awhile. 
And thank thee far thy fevours tow'rd our isle : 
Here, with a full-blown pomp and painted mien. 
Thou walk'st in brazen beauty o'er each scene ; 
Bless'd be thy bounty, for thou gav'st'us, &c. 
Viewlesa to vulgar eyes, he {Mr. Puff] sits aliHie, 
With embryo pufEs and papers round bim throvnu 
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In the anug comer of a DoiwlcM room 
{True greabwit lovei to be emprapt in gloom) 
Here, unbeheld, he plies the live-loiig day. 
At composition short, but ture to pag. 
No mog^ tomes from the Museum (tore, 
No mildew'd relics of the hacks of yore. 
He needs I truegeniiu prompts the glovnngUne 
Where aTSjice and impudence combine : 
The tteriittff vigour of his pen ne'er fails. 
Alike in novels, memoirs, and in tales ; — 
Yes I mark the magic of its Ues support. 
With smutty trash, the country and the court,— 
Wake tender itchings in the public mind. 
Astound the learned, and mislead the blind : 
His puffs appeal — the nation hears the call — 
They tirike, tAey tickle, and l/iey cozen ait ! 

The following passage will remind the reader, aod 
not disadvantageously, of Cowper and Pope. 

Our ancestors — monotonously good I 

Liv'd on, poor souls I as virtuous as they could ; 

So plainly honest, and so bluntly pur^ 

They liv'd in calm simplicity secure ; 

Content to make their paradise at home. 

They seldom frisk'd in France, or v?hined at Rome ; 

No snng elopement, or poUte crim.con., 

For pt^er-grubs, or law, to live upon, — 

No London trip, to run the craiy round 

Of Vice above, and Folly under groimd, — 

• *•*»« 

No stage-worn beldames to amuse the land 
With wedding fuss, or love at second hand ; 
No dirty demirep, no paltry peer 
To cram the papers with their foul career: 
Good heavens 1 how dull the nay of life they trod,— 
Adorn'd their country, and adored their God I 
And here, ftur Muse t upland the ndi who roam 
To sun-rouged lands, — and leave their debt) »X home ; 
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Who catch the Gallic imile — th' Ausonian mien. 

And gloss; manners of a foreign scene. 

And thence returning, kindly spread around 

The continental itch an British ground. 
This is equal to a passage on the same subject in 
Cowper ; but not to the politely scornful irony of a 
celebrated passage in Pope's shew-up of diplomatic 



Led by my hand, he saunter'd Europe round. 
And galher'd every vice on Christian ground. See, 

Dimciad,4lh Book 311, Sea. 

The following has great verve, and finishes with an 
expression perfectly Juvenalian, ' Carted round the 
world ! ' Nor is the imurrectionary vehemence of the 
fifth line less remarkable. Will Mr. Robert Mont- 
gomery's detractors say that this passage, evidently 
thrown off in mere playfoL power, is not poetry ? 
They cannot master it by any passage in the English 
Eards. 

Spirits that faum'd with an hermo ^ow. 

Awake 1 arise I resume your reign bdow I 
' Again with Vice a vahant contest wage. 

And blast the brazen monsters of the age ; 

Down with the domes where titled scoundreb meet ; 

And laah the dastard dogs from street to street, 

TUl eveiy C -d from tiis throne behurFd, 

Cnrsed by the good, and carted round the world I 

This short outline of ' one alone of the Parnassian 
throng', is bitterly dashed out ; 

Made up of every cold and jealous art, - - 

Beloved by none he crawls his reptile way ; 
' Statu where he can, and slandere for his pay. 
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The next passage T shall adduce is equally ener- 
getic, and coDcludes with a thought of deadly and 
annihilating scorn. 

Ye of the empty skull I unsafe, unsounil, — 
Ye ctitic-gnals, lha.t sting and biuz around ; 
Obsequious grubs, whose idiotic page 
Is wet-nurse to Ihe trig-toams of the age, — 
How shall the muse portray your petty arts. 
Your addled heads, or your polluted hearfa ? 

Tis hard to tell the baser of the two,-— 
The one who writes or reads each quack review ; 
Such letter'd cutthroats in the cause unite. 
Such knaves direct them, and such numskulls write 1 
A critic t — thatt a trum, tehoie mind ahaiUd be 
Steep'd in the lore nfgage antiquity ; 
Of tatte well modeltd, and qf judgment totiad,-~ 
Unprejudiced, untainled, and prof Qtittd : 
But say, amid the fry of critics now. 
With dainty eye, and Aristarchian brow. 
How seldom shall we find the man whose mind 
Is fit lo helm the judgment of mankind I 

How much I scorn soke ignominious crews. 
Plump with the vulgar venom of reviews, — 
How much I loathe their miserable yell. 
Hate is too blunt, and verse too weak to tell: 
If such upon this humble page of mine 
Shall condescend to pen a fulsome line. 
May the mean tools eject their rankest bile, 
And dub me "wretch," and all they deem more vile; 
Frou tbbsb a line 07 well intended praisz 
"Would be the foulsst blot upon an authok's datsI 



Concentrated Imagery is the main characteristic of 
Mr. Montgomery's style in his didactic poems. In 
his satires ive see him under a different aspect. Ju- 
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venal'^ power consists in an analogical property-— 
that of concentrating an enUre logical argument into 
three or four energetic phrases — sometimes, indeed, 
condensing a whole thesis into a single word. This 
untranslateable writer, — (untranslateable without 3 cir- 
cumlocution, which disguises, or misrepresents his true 
character — I say this, meo periculo, notwithstanding the 
excellent^rapAra«e«of Hodgson, and even Gifford,) 
—effects the magical result sometimes by a colloca- 
tion of words, varying their force like counters by po- 
sition, often by proleptis, often by briefly insinuating an 
inference, overstepping the logical stages by which it 
is reached. If several of Mr. Montgomery's words, in 
his imaginative poetry, concentrate similes, or resemble 
pictures, some of Juvenal's words resemble single alge- 
braic characters, which represent an entire reasoning 
process. The latter's style is perfectly divested of 
images ; and it will be seen that, with all his exube- 
rant imagery in descriptive poems, Mr, Montgomery 
uses scarcely any in the Age Reviewed, but adapts 
himself, with the native tact and elasticity of genius, 
to the severe style appropriate to the subject, and of 
which Juvenal furnishes the model. 

In the following passages, the rushing sonorousness 
of the verse, and the glowing vehemence of the denun- 
ciation, oden rise above the common level of poetical 
satire to the sublime. To save space and time, I shall 
follow the example of ' my learned friends', — whose 
polite attention is solicited, — by criticising with italics 
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and notes of tdiniratira. At the sanie tinse they miut 
accord me the liberty of arraoging the satiiical ezliacU 
in a dramatic form. Up curtain I 

OVERTURE ro ths ' MARCH op MIND." 
Tune— the ' Roodb's March.' 

Delightful periodl— dare ne mock the truth. 
When age puis on the wantonness of youth? 
When female love is barter'd tike her bed. 
And grqiing beldames force the moid to wed. 
When matrons wallow in eternal vice. 
And palmed eioiiuUeri tnivel oer their dice ; {1 1) 
' Woe I • cries Britannia, soTereign of the sea. 
How linetures and Germans plunder me ; 
Wet-nurse Jtir alient, and their loading trains, 
1 waste my mint, and desolate my plains ; 
While beastly eunuchs, if they twirl and squall, 
Pipe on the stage, or straddJe at a baU, 
From my domain may pick voluptuous fare. 
And pocket thousantb for a. gargled air t (11) 

A few more bars of the suae strain — 

Yes! every blockhead bom to clean the mews. 
To patch our breeches, or to mend our shoes. 
Cocks his pert eye, uplifts his pompous brow. 
And dulH himself a politician now, (! 1) 
Avattnl, ye minions ! t 

COirCLUDINO CKASH. 

Can aught of patriotic fervour grace 
The heart-corruptions of your reptile race ? 
Will the foul frothings of ignoble spite 
Protect your country or the freeman right ? 
Go I — dip your natty quill* in Grubtlreet mirt. 
Traduce for malice, and lampoon for hire ; 
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CUng U Hu euned eolumni that y« Mamd. 
Uie bloattd UetiM on a tUiM-Hek'd teail ; 
There mask the foulness of your oovert luin. 
AadtlrutinalltA»energyo/t/iamefi\l) 



Bedpejbr a Modem Tragedy, 

Compound some proverbs of obscurest growth. 
The mouldy remnant* of the duet and moth ; 
Add quanfums due of powder, flash, and smoke. 
The scenic whistle, and the poniard's stroke, — 
Witt) all appliances of fort and gun. 
Dish up five acts— the tragedy is done I 
Six limes shall thund'ring sticks, and hired huzzas. 
Force the vile stuff, and wake the slow applause. 
ITe managerial knaves, Whose nod decides, 
Whose pocket judges, and whose whim provides, 
Before your glance the mtmiucript must ehake. 
And thirllesi authors feel a fellom-quake. 

letter a Pertona Dramatit.'] 

' I'm first I' cries Fungus, ' unabash'd I'll stand. 
Nor step behind the noblest of the land I 
Though sculUon-bred, my kitchen tones declare, — 
Should I deny — my mother basted there : 
I rival Farquhar wilh my spotted hounds, 
Indomes, io palaces, and myrtle-grounds? 
What boots a doughty title more than these. 
While Erskine'g ragged toidow crave her eheeee 
And Theepiim harlots swim the stage by night. 
To ke^ their peers by day, and titles bright f 

[Enter Sir Puneh.1 

A COUNTRY OBHTLBUAM, oa * JOLTBaHZAD, ' H.P, 

Burden'd with fate. Sir Punch to London goes, 
' Nobs ' in his eyes, and ' atxs ' upon bis nose ;— 
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Hoom Ibr Sir Punch !— Reporters, nibiyour pens I 
And liaten to the ' howi,' and ' wheret,' and ' tthau' 
Hark I how his leathern lungs, like bellows, jAnt^ 
Heave the big speech, and puff it out in cant; 
See how he licks lus tooth, and screws his eye. 
And twists and twirls his thumbs, he can't tell vhy. 
Like Pythia perch'd upon the Delphic stool. 
He writhes i.nd wriggles till his mouth is fuU, 
And then unloads a heap of stubborn stuff. 
Till coughs proclum the House has had enough ; 
Then down be aits with aching sides and bones. 
Just like a hog, convulsed with grunts and groau. 

CHoaos TO SIB punch's pbrfosmahcx. 
Shame to the sunken state I and Britain's prid^ 
That e'en, tho' beggar' d, helms a world be^e ; 
Since paltry traders represent our isle 
As mean in talent, as in moral vile. 
What I shall the knave and blockhead dare to sit 
"Where Pitt and Sheridan once flash'd thar wit ? 
There is an eloquence in Canning's eye. 
And clatsic verdure in his rich reply — 
A thoughtful vigour in perspicuous Peel ; 
But how can ragamuffins speak or feel, 
That, job-inspired, to Stephen's mansion flock. 
To make the Parliament a grand joint stock ? 
Big with ' M.P.' behold the mushroom race 
Thrust in by bribes to fill a barter'd place ; 
To drizzle »peeckei, and like pug-dogs perk 
In halls once hallow'd by the lips of Burke, 
Look at the gang ! * * * 

When such a herd pollutes St. Stephen's fone. 
What patriot mourns not for his country's stwn ? 
Oh ! might one hii» the motUy forum MAH 
And drive each dunce to his deserted till. 

JAHUARY AJTD HAT. 

Train'd by some venal, match-contriving jade. 
In pained arms what lovely maidens fode I 
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Ijke flowers transplanted to & landy heath. 
Where vapoun wither, &nd pollutiona breathe: 
tThat eye can such a loathsome scene behold) 
Nor curse the rottenness preserved in gold ? 
To marry wealth, what anguish will be borne? 
A crooked log by night— ra child by mom ! 
His parchment seal'd— the wife attends each whim, 
Starta at his groan, and chafes his flannelt'd limb ; 
Hangs round hia knee, and whimpers at his wrolh, 
Secures his tucker, and spoons out hia broth ; 
A vigil, down to periwig and cap. 
She prays for de^, — and tees it in hit nap t 

ANOTHXa BRA.CB OF CHAEACTBRS. 

Next, see the Rectors, whose ancestral worth. 
Secures a ' good fat' living, at their birth ; 
IVom college ripe, Ihey chant the hunter's song. 
Drink, chase, and shoot the wood's wild ' feather'd throng.' 
Let the lean Curate, in his white-wash'd room. 
Gulp the small beer, and preach the sinner's doom, — 
With foggy throat three sermons growl a day. 
And, thankful, feast on sixty pounds for pay t 

A WATBK PROCBSSION, ICLEPBD ' SWAN-HOPPma.* 

From vulgar scenes, behold a gilded change. 
When paunchy shrieves enjoy their wat'ry range ; 
Now bells are crack'dl and fat the turtle flames — 
For proudly sails the charlatan of Thames ! 
The sinking river sweats beneath its weight. 
And bubbles anger at the capon' d freight ; 
While hungry idiots stare along the shore. 
Sigh/or the toup, or watch the dripping oar. 

A PROCBSSIOK OP OSNTLXUBN OP THE LOIfO ROBX! 

A tribe there is, — the tribe of every street, 
TAal cheat unhang'd, yet help to hang the cheat I 
A plague so direful Egypt never saw, — 
The money-gulping vermin of the law : 
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Seel ^ixn^txdefperoiatifilmtaingcotat, 
Whoie teelh-grip'd lipt comprera the mutter'd tnun ; 
A savage grin [dayt on the sallow cheek. 
Their knitting brcnvs the augur'd pillage speak ; 
Beneath their hu^ng aims tied bne& repose. 
And free behind, the rubj tape-ttring Sows : 
A crin^nf^ tricky, orerbeaiing host, 
Whcne U« it quibUe. and whose cheiU't aboast. 

[»mR THE 'CI-DKTAKT nXSPXCTABLB' JOHN BQIX Al 
rAKILT.] 

Superbly see the trader's costly bale 

Roll'd on the counter ft>r patrician sale ; 

The brass-lined window, and Peruvian shows 

Of silks for belles, and handkerchiefs for beaux — 

All prove the spirit of commercial pride. 

And shed a gtoiy on the counter's side 1 

And then the master of this mighty place — 

Oh I what a model of slim form and grace I 

So prim and spnice — so civet-like and sweet 

Such taper fingers and such dainty feet I 

He keeps a groom and ' blood, ' and Sabbath chus«; 

Olivia uxUtges, <md Amelia plays. 

And then, he gives his ball, and swills, his nine. 

And deems it courtly not till eve to dine : 

In short, no nabob more sublimely swells 

Than this same connoisseur of yards and ells. 

Till debt and ruin rouse the ratcali feart. 

And George's white-wash blot the long arrean, 

CHORUS TO THS ABOVE PaRTOKUAMCR, 

Pride is the monster-passion of the times. 
The spring of folly, and the nurse of crimes; 
Pride makes the black-leg swindle for his ore. 
Pride makes the honest to be so no more ; 
Pride tempts the guilty to become more vile. 
At once the curse and ruin of cnur Isle 1 
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ORANS INT^KLUOB, BBTWXXK THX ACTS, OK XSECAIfTIU 
SVIMDUNO. 
Tune, T^MTABAKA Rosdh ali. 
Tremendous ones for ooA«, mtd tilh, and itaam*. 
For ilarehing btd'gvumt and for (Atmmtffg' cream ; 
For honeiett coaekm and potato jbitr. 
For £tn imU pouo»'d, and for tPi'ns joon Mur ; 

* Home Tooke onoe taid to ana of that cUm of Uaden wko ara 
Anxions to beliere tliat nuthon must b« viuonuy and unbmineai- 
like, and *bo, to disparage Tooks's aotharship, boasted of his own 
common sense — that hia (the boaster's) sense was very common in* 
iieA. Su, it has been pleaded, that commeruBl men lost theic senses 
during the bubble year. The pleaders are too adulatOfy ; it must 
have been a very small mlDoriCy, indeed, that bad any lenies to 
lose. The benevolence of parliamentary jobbers, in heaping up mock- 
moontains of gold, was more obvicms than their sense. Like tbat 
of the patriarch of bubble-mongers, * much-injured Blunt,' their 
patriot purpoea, doubtless, was to lui«t«a the pieseiU ratpeetabte 
and profiUMt eutbaoaiia i^ party ; 

To bay both aides, and give their country peace. 
I reflect, with pleasure, on having been allied with the Ttntn and 
Herald, in various papers (town and provincial) then under my 
control, in unremitting exposure dl the bubble-concocCors. The 
following leading article, written during the time I edited the 
Sheffield Irit, after the secession of Mr. James Hontgixnery, was 
copied into the Morning Herald. 

* Never was volume more instrocUve opened to the perusal of 
mankind, than the reoent pages of our ootemporary experieDM, 
recounting the history of joint-stock companies — ^e frauds of their 
nuthon, and the infatuation of their dvpei. The fnrmsr were. In 
inaay instances, insolvents, whose desperate circumstances stimu- 
lated their inveulion, and who often matured within the walls of a 
prison that " golden plan" which was declined, like the talisman of 
a wiaard, to change Xiia stone Boor of a debtor's cell for a drawing- 
room with rich caqietB, and sabtcitute a splendid directorship fm- 
squalid captivity. The taUer — their dupes — the cnvetous fools, who 
rubied blindly into the great gambling-bouse opened by knaves, 
tmder the laay and absurd delusion of obtaining wealth without 
labour, and profit without industry, are equally blomeable for en- 
ccHuaging, as the farmer for projecting. Neither our nobility, 
our inkers, nor our merchanla are free from blame, in yield. 
itag to that torrent of avaricious cupidity, the fearliil reHuz of 
wtuch is noiv inundating all classes with disaster. Have not some 
of our nobles sighed after the ores of the South American moun- 
tains, and gloated in voluptuous dreams of Sybarite imagination, over 
the glowing produce of silk-worms reared among the mists and boga 
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Or ichemei tar golden aatuM, — u jet all day. 
For South Sea Ubmdt—<iaizh 'em if you may 1 
Of ichemes lo rational, who hai not heard ? 
Some bought a whole, and some a modeit third; 
At once their avaricious eyes admire. 
And Cent, per Cent fans bU their hearts on firel — 
But, sod surprise ! — kind Peter paws the shares, 

Eaeh aawney hoots, and d s, and puffs, and swears ; 

Then,like a sluice, the * Company' di^emtx^ues. 
And proves the genuine ttock—A tlock of roguei f 

TBR A CI-DBTANT JBUNX SOMUa, OB BATT8RBD DJU4DY* 

Once king of rakes, Lothakio mopes forgot. 
With gout, neglect, and ruin, for his lot ! 
No more the midnight haunt shall welcome himi 
No more the light dance curve his shapely limb ; 
Nor Fashion's lean lieenlioue a-ea attend 
From noon lo night, their dear, delightful friend ; 
Wrinkles and wasted wealth have banish'd all 
Who prais'd his bottle, or adom'd his ball I 

A PSEUDO DANDY. 



of Ireland ? Have not *ome of our banker* traiied themaelmin " e*- 
trcatitg mnieami from cueumben $ " Have not our meiduuita — 
once a name for integrity and hnnour — deeply involved thenuelven 
in the general corruutiun of deliriaai greediness, and, to ute the 
word! of an energetic writer, "' iiheved their plague-spots, as if they 
were badges of diitinelion ? " Have not, in «hort, lords and com. 
nionen, divinu itnd lawyers, qusken and atock brokers, phyiidans 
and literati, all embarked promiscuoualy in the uune ihorelesi <ea of 
inlatuation, in which he that invented the most brutally Btupid, snd 
most Dinoury eommtreiat romance, (ocmpared with which, Laputan 
■peculation might shew like wisdom,) wu deemed the most annplete 
nun of bitrintti; and he was pronounced molt clever, who proved 
himself to be the ereateat cheat. This comes of people not being . 
content to go ou in the plain old-fashioned Engliihway of setting 
rich by regtUar indnitry. Hence the delerioration of the British 
merchant'! character. Once his aord was as good a* his b<md i but 
now, as a learned and witty counsel said in a shuffling case of Alder- 
man A I ) * no prudent man would tidit hit b<md without rigid in* 
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Hut creamy g^ve, and supercUious shoe, 
That glossy garment of imperial blue, — 
Those taper fingers, and untoholesome «Mt, 
Betray patrician spirit shrin'd within.' — ' 
O, that's a tailor, kneaded to a fop. 
Obliged Sir T. n itb bans, — and left his shop t 

A RKAL DANDY. 

Forth stalks tbe coxcomb, flimsy — frothy— vain. 

In step a Brmnmell, and in look a Hayne ; 

' From head to toe,' perfiun'd like Rowland shops, 

He's every inch the paragon of fops 1 

A porkiih rehilenes* pales his plastic skin. 

And mutlin halten prop the pimplid chin; 

A gleaming spy-glass dangles from his neck, 

Specldess his frill and fame, tho' prone to speck 1 

A goatish thing — he lives on ogling eyes. 

On scented handkerchie&, and maiden sighs 1 

A WBIF-CLUB pasR. 

Next mark the red-nosed Jehu awe the street. 
With file-thinn'd teeth, and * benjamin' complete; 
His balanc'd hat, and far equestrian gaze. 
The val'rous spume that round his muzzle plays; 
That cock-pit air, and fine Herculean fist, 
Where Belcher science turns the flexile wrist; 
The look from Taltersall's — the inorled ' hail,' — 
All show him tallied for the horse's tail: 
Had heaven, in pity, doom'd the vulgar fool 
In filter rank the whip and wheel lo rule. 
How would his stable mien adorn the place. 
And add new dignity to coachee's grace ! 

A UILITABV BXqUISITB. 

The foppish soldier, victor in the ball. 
Comes clinking next, the cynosure of all : 
For him will titled Harriets melt and frowUf 
And rank him darling puppy of the town : 
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Big lips and cUnldng chuns, ud pdiih'd spun. 
And sword that rarely from iti ac^bud stin. 
The warlike loot-fall, and tbeAatVy ghie, 
AH fit him for another Waterloo ! 

XPILOOUK. 

Fashion ia all in all,— that creed of fools 
Whose flighty doctrine half ttie enqiire rulei. 
Queen of the rich, — Minerva of the vain. 
Begot by folly, — dtao'dfiwnfaU^tooSt brmn, 
1^1 Fashion dies the beldame's Uister'd dteek. 
Lives in her errant gaze, and kitten squeak. 
To scribble, leave the card's diurnal lie, — 
Watch Christie's grin, or pinch a noon-ljde ^ne, — 
Create importance in a matin call. 
Unpack a tradesman's shop— nor buy at all, — 
Crawl forth each morn, and so yawn out theday. 
Growl, smile, and guzsle, — wrrowing to be gay ,*— 
Thus, Fashion dupes her addle-head»l slaves. 
Until, like dog», they thrivet to their graoet ! 
Deals with the gambler, pilfers with the rogue. 
And gives to Wealth a iraw hace Dbcalooui. 

Space and time warn me now to drop the curtaia 
on this amiable tragi-comedy, from the Age Revievoed. 
The next passages wUl bear advantageous com- 
parison with similar passages, on nearly the same 
sabjects, in Engtiah Barda. 

alvace's. 
All serve the mysl'ries of this dread conclave 
While Willis toils, their sneakup and their slave : 
O peerless senate! — ye who here decree. 
And trace beyond the flood, a pedigree. 
Illumined rulers of a wax-lit stye. 
Where pasuon tvrirls the leg, and rolls the eye,— 
Let your mean pride ascend to decent um. 
Outlaw the bosom's lutt'Creating chame. 
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The ball commences — rich the music flona. 
Melts on the heart, and Tivifies the toes ; 
Wide o'er the room, behold the chalky round, 
YHiere light the foot-beat floor b^:ins to bound ; 
Awalt'ning pleasure each flush'd iace illumes. 
And flirting misses tow their crested plumes ; — 
Warm Btreuna the blood within each thrilling vein. 
Tints the bright cheek, and tushes on the brain. 
Now anxious Idiots in their pumps appear. 
From red-gili'd banker up to lean-javc'd peer; 
Here a huge beldame swells within her sta;s. 
Smirks at each beau — and Saps him for his praise ; 
Here Bond Street puppies, rank with eau Cologne, 
Ijmp round the room, and whimper to the ton; 
While peevish beldames by their daughters watch, 
Glance in th«r eyes, and pray^" God send a match ! ' 

CEB opsaA. 

Now to the Opera turn, where ballets please, 

And foppish fastuon fumes away its ease; 

There, what fine ear can list the lewd-breathed sounds. 

What decent eye survey the wanton bounds. 

Each warm lascivious twirl of pelting lust, 

Nor feel the burning fever of disgust ? 

Sedaub'd with paint, here jewell'd herds compoae 

Their pustuled persons in the steamy rows ; 

Pile luscious fancies on transparent Umbs, 

Move with each form, and languish as it swims. 

Patrons of vice from dunghill or fivm court. 

In mercy, cease such operatic sport ! 

Caress no Bochsas in your costly home. 

No whisker'd knave, no eunuch scamp'd from Rome; 

O I let the lavish'd millions feed the poor. 

The wan-eyed paupers fainting at your door. 

CItOSH-KOOlf. 

Now from the Op'ra's widened portals stream 
A shiv'ring concourse, — wide the torrfiea gleam,— 
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And fling odaT'roai huei upon each f&ce, 
Wha« psll'd Delight has left her pale-vrom trace . 
Perturbed, mark, the blinking ch^p'rons guard, 
Wn^ in her gather'd silks, their dainty warf ; 
While flutt'ring near, gallants obtrusive tiy 
To read the twinkling promise of her eye : 
"Withia the crush-room fretful throngs parade. 
And lisping puppies quin each well-laced maid ; 
Some round the fire-place chafe their chilly bandi. 
Smooth their wild locks, and fold thrir silken baxid» : 
While, borne With crutehet to the creaking door. 
The tnarling cuckolds for their cars implore. 

The followiDg extracts from the Age Reviewed are 
of appalling force. The phrase * syDODyme of all de- 
pravity,' and the passages, ' Heaven sneep,' &c.> and 
* Come, godless,' &c., have a terrific vehemence of 
vituperation, modulated like Pope, but flashing nith 
the fiery intensity and withering brevity of Juvenal. 
Byroo, has nothing superior to this first passage io 
the sublime of satirical description : — 

A DUEL BXTWBBN TITLBO OAUBLBBS. 

For such a bandit famed Chalk Farm uprean 
Its battle-field, where base or brutish peers, 
And touchy boobies./re away their dread. 
And thick aktiUi blunt the disi^tpointed lead: 
Lo 1 there the heroes stand,— the pistols roarl — 
Heaven sweep from Britain's isle one villain more } 



Within St James's Hells what bilks resort, 
Bothyoiing and hoaiy, lo pursue their sport ! 
'Tis mis'iy revels here! — the hazard mien 
And lips that quiver with the curse obscene. 
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The btdloir cheeks that Mathf fall and rise. 
While silent mRdnea* flashes from the eyes. 
Those ferer'd hands, the darkly- knitting brow, 
i Where mingling passions delve their traces now— 
Denote the mined, — whose bewilder'd air. 
Is one wild vengeful throbbing of despair! 
Deserted homes, and mothers' broken hearts, 
Forsaken offipring, — crime's unfathom'd arts. 
The suicide, — and ev'ry sad farewell, — 
These are the triumphs of a London Hell I 

Nor can the English Barda produce such a burst of 
sublimely iudignant end withering vituperation as 
this— 

Now for the apex of poUliled souls. 
No shame Bul>dues, no reverence controls ; 
Come, godless, blusbleas — England's vilest psjr. 
Blots to the land, and plague-spots to the air; 
The base we've had, of ev'ry kind and hue, 
The bloody, lech'rous, and unnafral too— 
But never, yet, the wretch that equall'd thee, 
I%ou tynoayme qfall dqnravity I 

The last line has terrific force. 

Oh stand not forth to Britain's public eye. 
The monster-fiend of painted blasphemy ; 
But go I — and quickly end thy course perverse. 
Hung on the gibbet of a nation't curse HI 

In the midst of this scathing lava-torrent of 
poetical vituperation, the author discovers the manly 
feeling ofhis humane nature by the following pathetic 
sketch. Like the revelling joy with which be turns 
from the horrors of crime, on all occasions, to sympa- 
thize with the innocent sporlfulness of childhood; and 
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the noble liomage which he delights in offering to mO' 
temsl aod domestic virtue ;' such sketches as these 
demonstrate that there is no malignant woridly ran- 
cour in the dispky of hb appalling satiric power, but 
• virtuous indignation, scorning folly, and hating vice 
and crime, whether ra^ed or ribanded, with a per- 
fect hatred. 

But who art thou, nhose pasiioD-wither'd face 
Sheds mournful beauty through the netted l&ce ? 
Those nulifint orfas, that so obtrusive shine. 
Like stars, beneath thine eyebrow's arching line, 
^at lip's vermilion, — brow of lucid snow. 
Can these 1>etray thee, child of sin and woe ? 
Alas, that ever woman's gentle soul 
Should sink to glutted passion's base control t 
But still, around thine air there lurks a grief 
That loi^, yet will not ask, a pure relief; 
Perchance, ere villains taught thee thence to roam, 
A mother daap'd thee in her cottage home ; 
Some grey'lock'd aire sat near his evening hearth, 
Hung on thy neck, and hless'd thy happy birlh I 

Again, so exhaustless is his fertility, that, in the 
affluent consciousness of power, he tosses from him, 
with contemptuous waste, the following picture of a 
metropolitan fire, unmatched, I think, by any writer 
— certainly by Darwin's balanced and inflated descrip 
tion of a similar subject. 



But list! huge wheels coll o'erlhe jarring stones, 
I hear the clatt'ring hnnfs, and rabble's tones! 
Before yon dome the creaking engines wait, 
Where &liield-mark'd firemen urge the liquid freight. 
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^ Wfaile, gTftndlr swful to the itBrtled si^t. 
Bear the red columns of resistless light I 
77te toindowt deepen into dretufful glow, 
"mi the hot gloM bttritt ihatfring down bdov ; 
While darting fires around their wood-work blftse. 
And lick the water, hitting as it pla^s ; 
Above the craclding roof fierce fiamea arise. 
And whirl their sparftt, careering to the skies ; 
IViumphuitl; the ravenous Uazeg mount. 
As if the; started from a fiery fount. 
Now, eloud-like, piling up in billowy fire. 
Now qiiiT'ring sunk, to re-collect fheh- ire : — 
But see \ again whirl up the blood-red flamea. 
In vain the rushing flood their fury tames ; 
Idke burning mountai □•peaks, aloft they raise 
Thdr jagged columns of unequal blaze. 
Till the loose beams AaAJlaMng rafieri fall. 
And in a thund'nng earthquake bury all ! 

The coDcludiDg moral of this satire, addressed to the 
virtuous few who might be tempted by the unvaiyiog 
sight of shallow knavery triumphant, and talented 
Iionesty in the dust, to disgust or doubt, has a softened 
Sow of verse, suitable to the noble pathos and moral 
elevation of the philosophical sentiment 

And thou, lorn wisdom's child, where'er thou art — 
That mark'st each May-morn dreun of hope depart. 
The knave and parasite on fortune's throne. 
Whilst thou hast only thought to call thine own ; 
Still nobly live the sditary sage. 
And soar in mind above this venal age ; 
Kch in thyself, partake the best content, — 
A heart well govern'd, and a life well spent I 

In reverting to all the extracts from Mr. Montgo- 
mery's works, and looking to the distinct and peculiar 
excellencies which they exhibit in so wide a range of 
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subject, and such varions walks of poetry, I feel that X 
am more liable, — 'through that guarded and respectful 
cautiousness of discretion which every writer ought to 
observe iu addressing the entire body of the thinking 
public, — to the chai^ of underrating, than to that of 
oveiT&tiog Mr. Montgomery's poetical grade. To the 
nidential investigation of that grade, it irould be unwise 
and * ultra quam sat est' to add anything ; but this, I 
DOW find, I may confidently do— challenge his adver- 
saries to produce from any modem bard whatever (not 
even excepting Lord Byron) a larger number of forci- 
ble and noble passages in the domains of didactic poe- 
try and satire. 

One more argument before I recapitulate and con- 
clude. Besides the eminent and elevated merit of Mr. 
K. Montgomery's poetry (which for any critic to deny, 
in4he face of the evidence here adduced, and in the face 
of the public, would be, to use the energetic language of 
St. Paul, ' to lie to his own sour), his didactic works 
are characterised by a peculiarly high and equally-sus- 
tained tone of monds and religion. Hence one class 
of objectors. May he not breathe the ether of loftier 
sentiments than may suit the marsh miasma of certain 
literary coteries, Epicuri de grege porci ;— may not the 
mountain air to which the ' broad sail vans' of his 
eagle wings ascend, be such an atmosphere as the 
measured and measuring materialism of Utilitarian 
ligature cannot breathe in and live ? The Literary 
Gaxette, referring to the reli^ous character pervading 
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Mr. R. Montgomery's didactic poetry, announces its 
appearance as a new poetical era. In this I concur. 
Master minds either are created by, or themselves 
create and indicate great social and poetical eras. It is 
when the waters are stirred, that the most buoyant 
and valuable order of minds rises, like the fire-contain- 
ing, inextinguishable oil of the naphtha springs, to the 
surkce. Great genius requires great excitement. 
Extraordinary events are requisite either as the pre- 
cursors, the stimulants, or the accompaniments of 
genius. Galvanized into giant force by them, com- 
mon events touch not its governing ner\'e; but if 
it be of heaven, ' heaven born,' it will, in its own 
unhurried and sure time, make itself manifest and 
stand. Shalispeare, Milton, Dryden, Darwin, Byron, 
were kindled by the feeling of their several eras, and 
represented that feeling. 

Milton embodied the puritanical perfectibility of bis 
age, Darwin, with a different neology, and wielding 
the new and opposite energies of a deified materialism, 
harbingered the great revolution which ravaged 
France, and shook Europe to its foundations — whose 
vital momentum was a philosophical perfectibility— 
* earthbom, of the earth — earthy.' Byron, and 
Napoleon (and correctly the first called himself 

The great Napoleon of the realms of rhyme) — 
represented the matured aspirations of the Bevoluti<Mi, 
in the full cdossal strength of its intellectual ambition, 
and in the startling contrast of its termination— both dy- 
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ing when the convulsive throes of the departing giant *, 
yielding up the ghost amidst eclipse and earthqaake, 
proclaimed ' One woe is past.' The smohe of theevit 
cycle has now passed away, and it may be hoped that a 
dayormoral enlightenment will succeed. Historical ana- 
logy confirms the hope. Tracing our road by its sugges- 
tions, we may presume that the next era will proba- 
bly be characterized by a re-ebbing tendency towards 
a deep and possibly progressive and permanent re- 
ligious feeling. Poetry, as the expression of a nation's 
more elevated and excited feeling, will, as before, ac- 
company the change — just as it rushed at once, with 
the change of manners and morals, from the lofty 
chastity and republican rigour of Milton, into the 
licentious ribaldry which stained the poetry of the 
Restoration : wheu the 

Willing Muses were debauch'd &t court. 
If reasoning may warrant this expectation, &cts too 
numerous to be cited here— facts pressing us on every 
side like the air — above, beneath, around us^-evince 
that a great crisis of some kind is even now at hand ; 
^imoveroetiamimtalinforU.' Co wper boldly predicts 
that the crisis will be a millennium, shortly to appear. 
{mnier Walk.) Croly, Irving, Faber, Frere, and 
Wolfe concur. There is more splendour than proba- 

■ While exultiDgly referring M the Birtninghiaa Union at that 
day, and CO the' niuic dimittiii' of hli friend Prietllev, Danrin hai a 
magniiioeoc paiMge, comparing the French Bevolution to a giuit 
breaking the inntmierable puny bands that boond him to the earth, 
like OaUiTortiie thraadiof the Ultipntiaiu. 



iizodb, Google 



AND RI8 BEyiEWERS. lH 

bility, or orthodox warrant, in this magnificent expec- 
tation. A Christian community, embracing the whole 
world ami universal man, in one brotherhood of reci- 
procal good will ; an universal empire ofcivilizaljon — 
in which the only competition between nations might 
display itselfin the emulation of intellectual and moral 
improvement la desirable, and perhaps, though impro' 
bable, possible. It is the only perfectibility— the only 
terrestrifd millennium — which philosophy coultj — which 
orthodox religion should, acknowledge. Towards this 
great social diapason, it has been the strong impression 
of many wise and good men, that all the separate melo- 
dies, all the mingling harmonies of human aspiration, 
have been, and still are, ascending through the gamut 
of successive eras, — through octaves of deepening or 
decreasing power, through many a changeful bar, and 
many a dissonant key-note. The possibility of snch 
an era being admitted, the question may be &irly 
mooted, Is Mr. Montgomery the poeHcal harbinger of 
Uiis te-action — of this crisis — of this predicted and 
hoped-for era of religious philosophy 9 I think he 
may challenge the character. The whc^e evidence is 
now before the public. It is for that public to decide 
whether he be the new poeticd ' Star in the East,' 
which, according to the foregoing theory, must harbinger 
that ent ; or whether the ' wise men,' my critical bre- 
thren, must se^ elsewhere ' for him that is to be born 
King* of Castaly in Byron's room. By way of recapitu- 
lating, I shall gay, in conclusion, that whether I look 
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to the dispassionate results of this long and careful 
analysis of Mr. R. Montgomery's poems, as concerns 
his invention, his sentiments, or his diction — whether 
to comparison with the only poets who can compete 
with him — Campbell and Rogers — whether to the 
puny nature of the objections, and their utter unie- 
nriiility— whether to the testimony of all the most 
respected and influential critics of the day, or to the 
popular voice in his favour ; I am bound, and mast 
especially when I look at the wide and original grasp of 
CAm(ianj)ftJiosopAj/, which the poems of Montgomery 
embrace — when I look at this never-deluding mark of 
original genius, which heralded the different geniuses of 
Napoleon and Byron, with forcible sigDs, which he ' who 
ran might read ' — namely, the aynchroniam of his ap- 
pearance, as a religions and anti-infidel poet, at the pre- 
cise crisis of a vast religious reaction in masses of 
opinion, which he has, in fact, grouped together, and 
poetically ralliet and represents — I am bound (it is, as 
I have said, for the jury of the public finally to decide) 
to sum up in favour of the opinion, that the anns of 
Adiilles belong to him, and that he is worthy of suc- 
ceeding to the poetical monarchy of Byron, If the 
latter must still remain vacant, he has shown, by what 
he has done, what new glories the future has still in 
reserve for him, and that he is the presumptive heir. 
But should this reservation of the throne be not 
admitted, this ought in candour to be admitted, 
that Robert Montgomery's real poetical rank is. 
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1>y the side of Campbell aaA Rogers ; Kith them 
* to share the divided empire ' of the departed poeti- 
cal imperator. At least, io arriving at this con- 
dusion, it will be allowed to me that the court has been 
'fiiirly opened, cud the plea stated according to legal 
rule ; that ' off-hand ' flippancy and indecent hurry have 
been equally discarded, at the risk of some prolixity 
in the proceedings ; that the judge cannot be accused 
of bias, and that the advocate comes into court with 
clean hands. In opening the case I have shown, 
(proved, I may say) that in estimating Mr. Montgo- 
mery's genius, I have been iupartial against the bias 
-of personal interest ; it will be quite evident that I 
am not swayed by the under-current of coteries and 
publishing interests. I wilt now give a third irresist- 
ible proof of that impartiality which, with modest 
confidence, I may say it, gives me a just claim to the 
public ear. I am diametrically opposed to thepolilics 
of Mr. R. Montgomery, and was so, when I, with 
such favouring stncerity, expressed my opinion of his 
first work. Here 1 give a pledge that I am not charge- 
able with that which I have denounced — the prevailing 
vice of modem criticism, the * fons malorum,' the 
chief source of the public contempt and degradation 
into which a noble intellectual art has fallen. I have 
done my utmost to open the eyes of tbe public to the 
real state of the question, as well as to tbe state of 
criticism generally, and to the necesaiti/ of returning to 

the OLD LBQITIMATB AND ESTABLISHED STANDABP, 
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The public will now judge for themselves. They wiH 
impute the discrepancy of criticism wbicb has elicited 
this essay to many causes — attributing something to (he 
Diodem neglect, or obliteration, of critical inles, or to the 
hurried manner in which critiques are written, in order 
to keep pace with the hurried |>rodaction of multiplied 
and undigested works ; something to the conflicting 
interests of rival publishers regalating the depress- 
ing or elevating agencies of their avowed bookselling- 
machinea ; something to opposite theological and po- 
litical principles ; and, lastly, something — a hint worth 
notice~-to the Jealousy of rival poets operating in 
their critical character. Almoit every modem tatthor 
it a two'fold combination of poet and critic. What 
he writes in one character, he has often the means, 
therefore, of praising or forcing into notice in the 
other. Some have been charged (although I believe 
such instances are rare) with effecting this purpose 
directly by writing a favourable critique of their 
own work *. It is generally, however, done indireetb/f 
and can be so done, with equal e&ect, in three ways : 
First, authors can obtain a favourable critique on their 
own work in their own publisher's review ; Second, 
they can influence the appearance of favourable cri- 
tiques in other reviews, through the machinery of the 

■ Pa4uLp« the gentlemen of Fratrr't Maganne on say aonietbiiiK 
on thii (ubject. Doei Mr. Fraaer knoir onytliing of & rerieffer 
irho primed and inaerted a laudHtocy criticism on hli own book I 
Snuh a thing vould leom to * Out-Hetod HttML' 
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coteries, poetical critics being willing to ' exchange 
praise ' on the fashionable commercial principle of 
reciprocity; Third, they can depress a rival poet, 
likely to displace them ; or pluck the laurels from an 
illustrious brow, with the view of weaving therewith a 
chaplet for their own. With mediocrity genius is a 
great offence, and can hope for no favour. The mo- 
dem criticling is a poet, — ' ipaefadt versui ; ' — and, 
tlierefore, approves only of the small wares in which 
he deaU himself; 

Pardt 
Cognaiit maculis similis fera. 

Theological and political causes operate more widely 
than selfish. Mr. R. Montgomery, with uncompro- 
mising boldness, avows himself to be a Tory — an ortho- 
dox chnrchman, — although some of his criticlings (I 
forget which,) in their usnal unhappy hurry, charge him 
with poetically representing the Methodist or dissent- 
ing interests. Hence how large a class of reviews and 
papers may naturally be expected to oppose his success, 
and underrate his talents! The canker at the core of 
criticism — the system of judging of literary works poli- 
tically, has somewhat mitigated lately ; just as the old 
opposition of Whig and Tory has become mitigated. 
But the abuse still exists, sufficiently exists to warrant 
the aspiration of many good and able men for the 
appearance of a Review, of the first class, which 
should not only repudiate political influence, but un- 
yoke itself from the burden of trading influences, and 
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all other influences but those of independence and 
truth. Time was, when the birth of any book *, good 
or bad, might be compared to that of an Egyptian 
citizen, who was immediately supplied^ by the priests, 

* In order t« ■ftme thM my o^olon on the tme datle* of a critic, 
mud on the neceMit]' of diuodatiDg poliiietJ faeling from lUtranf 
critidam, bu slmys been luifom and conliitenl, I must again 
(olicit pardon for the neceiury egotism of quoting myself from b 
Enndsy Paper, at that tiote V! onriTalled circulation. Accused of 
t^tin^am in too readily and too often eDcoimging the dib^l of lume 
young authon of obvioui talent — whom I neither knev then noi 
know — this was the reply : — 

" We see no eaithly reaiOD why a Reriewer is to tnrn Timon or 
Jacques, directly hi* ffoote-guiO touches that composition of gali and 
vitugar, ycleped Ink. Neverthelem, ire can ' render a reason ' for 
OH apparent optimism, which we think will be talii&ctory to flioee 
who are of the above eiratitariout opinion ; our room predudee our no- 
liee of aught that we consider unn-orthy the reader's nofiro, and which 
we oonsequenUy cannot approve. One of the great tendencies of 
modem critidim is equally ungenUemanlike and unjust. Aa author 
has frequently the sentence of approval or condemnation passed on 
hii writings, just aa he appears to coincide or differ with his tritio in 
potitical opinion : and the precision with which the judgment of any 
wodi of mark, in rival Revievt, maybe calculated beforehand, would 
be hi^crons, if ft were not disgraceful. Now this, in a gentlemanly 
avocation, is ' pitiful,' and should be ' reformed altogether.' We 
have, we know, astonished the narrow-minded small fry of letters — 
the * Tritons of the minnows' — by our fairness in adjudging, oco- 
■ionalljr, the prize of superior merit to those <rf' oppoute politico 
They are welcome to their suqirise ; and, in the mean while, we 
shall, in conformity with the entire independence, literary and pnli' 
tlcal, of thia paper, persist, when on the judgment-seat, in putting on 
the political eys-bandage of justice, while we grasp her Kterary 
sword ; and imitate the Egyptian Judges of the dead, whether princes 
«r commoners came before them, in appealing to the amulet of 
'Truth' which deoorsted their necks," — Sundajf Tima. 

A consciousness of the above-recorded timely and repeated enoou- 
Mf^Ement of then obscure, but now admitted talent, ti, at this time, 
one of my moat pleasant reminiicences- 
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vith a good and evil genius — one defending what the 
otlier condemned. The teview of a book could be 
foreseen with laughable precision, and mock cri- 
tiques might be written beforehand (I remember two 
or three trifling felicities of this kind), with as much 
prophetic accuracy as anticipative King's speeches. 
Another cause of the lately-engendered discrepancy 
of opinion, respecting Mr. R. Montgomery, may be 
traced to ofilended vanity and mortified pique. He 
has attacked (impnidenUy and unjustly in some 
cases) a great number of wnters who are naturally 
glad to thrust out their stings in return ; or, if they 
be bUnd toorma, and have none, to wri^le themselves 
into something resembling an attitude of aerpentlike 
menace. A blind worm may be goodhumouredly per- 
mitted to &ncy itself a snake, and a weed to bristle up 
with the idea of its being a stinging-nettle. Many 
offences, however, are imputed to Mr. Montgomery 
by the alarmed imaginations of feeble writers. Wit 
haunts the weak like a bugbear ; and even when most 
innocent of hostile intention, it always appears to 
blockheads in the light of an enemy. 

Unhappy wit, like moat mistaken things, 
Atonei not for the envy which it brings : 
Xis nhftt the vicious fear, the virtuous shun, 
By fools 'tis hated, and by knaves undone. 

Here are causes enough, and more than enough, 
to account for critical discrepancy- But Mr. Mont- 
gomery has also a two-fold character. He, too. 
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ia a critic and a poet ; aod how neU he can handle 
the critical rod, he has shown in the Age Reviewed 
and the Puffiad. Such a critic ia not to be ' put 
down ' with ease, nor divested of his hard-earned con- 
quests with impunity. To push spoliation too far is a 
bad experiment, even with the vanquished ; for »po- 
UatU arma tuperaunt. How much more so with die 
triumphant and unconquered ! In the war of critic 
with critic, the first skirmish does not decide the bat- 
tle : such battles, like Waterioo, may appear to be woo 
at twelve, only to be followed by utter discomfiture at 
seven. 

Mr. Montgomery may aay, with Hamlet, to some of 
his assailants, in his critical character, 

I prithee, take Ihy fingers from my throat ; 
Tor though I am not eholerie and nuA, 
Yet have I in me something dangtrout, 
Wbich let thy wisdom fear. 
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Qald refert didit ignOKsl Uutloi M naaf 

Since the foregoing strictures were written, the 
EdifibuTgh Review baa joined and dignified the con- 
test. I was not aware, till then^ that the able editor 
of the fVestminster Review had also entered the 
lists. I shall briefly reply to what is material in 
both, in this Appendix ; and, considering Ihe style of 
both objurgations, the reply caanot be too brief. The 
fVestminster Reviewer dismisses the matter with a 
sneer. Now, all partial notice of Montgomery from 
him shews want of tact a^ well as bad taste. I have 
B great respect for Dr. Bowring, and generally have con- 
curred, and do concur, with his views as to civil and 
religious liberty. But, ' Amiaa Plato, aed magit 
arnica veritaa.' Montgomery's politics being so dia- 
metrically opposed to his, good taste should have sug- 
gested candour in appreciating his literary character. 
Again, Montgomery, like himself, is a poet and a critic 
As Fraser's Magazine— still the most talented assailant 
of Montgomery — boasts of having destroyed Dr. 
Bov nag's poetical reputation, the vulnerability of the 
one half of his literary character should have excited 
sympathy or suggested justice. Thus far considered, his 
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remarks must be designated as a political rejoinder to 
a political opponent. 1 am afraid they will have a 
worse interpretatioQ with the ill-natured, who already 
say, ' 7%if u not criticiam, but bbvbnqb ! ' and who 
point to the following attack of Montgomery, (in kU 
critical character) on the editor of the fVeslmituter 
Review, (in hia political,) in order to shew how the 
critical rejoinder was provoked. 

Alas, for Greece I— by Chtistiui Turks profaned. 
By Britons plunder'd, and by Moslems chsiu'd ; 

Detested bunglers I wailing freedom's cause, 
To filch her succours, and entmp applause ; 
May future ages ever spurn the cheat. 
Your thief-committees, and your base defeat. 
Your pilfer'd thousands from the trusted loan, &c. 

Accursed bondmen ! — ye who Erosn'd for Greece; 
Ye mean impostors, who combined to fleece. 
When kindled England heard the freeman's moan, 
And glowing patriots gave the needed loan. 
Oh ! what a hell was in your common heart, 
When Greece was robb'd, and plunder hu^'d its p^ ! 

With at least one-half of the article in the Edin- 
burgh Review — all that relates to puffing — I the more 
cordially agree, since I was the first, or among the 
first, to earn the enmity of the publishing puffers, by 
exposing, so long back as 1622, the whole machinery of 
their nefarious practices, in a series of papers published 
in a periodical, now extinct *. A deep scorn of these 

• GoMttU of Fathion — The theme of tlune papera is eipreMed 
with sU but verbal limitarity in the folloivliig paaagefrma the Edm- 
bargh Seview. ' Tbe pubhiher la often the publisher of lome pe- 
liodical work. In this periodical work the firat flourish of trumpets 
is sounded. The peal is tben eclioed and re-echoed b; all the other 
periodical woriu over which the pnbli^er or the author, or the au- 
thor's coterie, may hsTe aoy iufluence.' 
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knavish tricks is, indeed, one of the motives which de- 
termines my present stand by the side of Montgomery.- 
AU Englishmen like to see fair play. The young poet 
has been a bad politicuin with regard to the avowal of 
his politics : but he has been an equally bad poliHdan 
with regard to puffers, of whose skill in the ' trade and 
mystery' of picking pockets, he, in the Puffiad, has 
been the most uncompromising and efiectual exposer. 
His frank avowal on these two points — politics and puf- 
fing — are certainly not those of a man trickily court- 
ing favour and panegyric from all quarters, as the 
Edinburgh Reviewer insinuates. He must have 
strange notions indeed, who thinks to win ' golden opi- 
nions from ail sorts of people,' by knocking, right and 
left, all sorts of people down. But, is it not curious 
and suspicious, that the Edinburgh Review, attacking 
Montgomery in an article professing to be an attack 
on pufEng, should not advert to the circumstance, 
that Montgomery himself is the author of an attack 
on puffing called the Puffiad? There appear two 
reasons for this omission. The Reviewer has bor- 
rowed the whole tenor and substance, nay, in some 
cases, the very words of his expose, from the Puffiad, 
without being so polite as to acknowledge the loan. 
The allusion was, moreover, slippery ground for the 
Edinburgh Review, since the Edinburgh Review is 
itself puffed by the very machinery which it exposes. 
Whether Montgomery's publisher resorted, as war- 
ranted by the Reviewer's admitted case of exception — 
' self-defence,' — to puff the poet's works, I have no 
means of knowing. 1 presume he advertised Montgo- 
mery asMurray advertised Byron, and Constable, Scott, 
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UnBdvertised,noauthororthe trueet genius could catch 
the Ion); but shifty ear of the puff-ridden public ; and 
htB greatest luck, if even appreciated by the discern- 
ing fen, would be jittering starvation — like him of 
old, who ' fregit mbaellia vertu' and 'eaurit!' If^ 
however, Mon^mery's publisher did resort to puff, he 
deserved reproof. Bat my impression is otherwise. 

I have demonstnted, (demonstrated here is not Coo 
strong a word,) that I could not be actuated by 
the spirit of puff in criticising Montgomery's first 
woHts — nay, that I was in coUUion, rather than in 
colhuion, with it. During my wide connexion with 
the press, I never wrote one word (for or against) on 
the subject of Montgomery's subsequent works. Had 
any unfair influence in his bvour been attempted, I 
think it most have come to my knowledge, either in 
town or provincial papers. I know of none : but, if 
I must speak truth, many instances of the puffing of 
the Edinburgh Review haie come to my knowledge, 
and the proofs have passed through my hands. I refer 
to insinuHling little »Iip» of ' cut-and-dry ' laudatory 
notices of the Edinburgh Review, paid for as para- 
graphs and editorial notices. Verbum sat. 

The tenor of the criticism in the Edinburgh Review 
might have been (as before hinted) anticipated. But 
it is pitiful that the great conductors of the Edinburgh 
Review should either employ the stipendiary of a smdl 
magazine to make a. collection of alleged faults, or copy 
his long-elaborated collectanea, with all their mistakes, 
mistatements, and errata. I have admitted many 
of the faults imputed, and some others not imputed. 
But if I had only adduced those faults, and not ex- 



iizodb, Google 



A,PPBNDIX. 159 

bibited the ;>er contra' of the account, in drawing the 
balance, 1 should feel that I deserved the reader's 
reproof for acting a dishonourable part. No work, of 
any age, could bear so unfair a test. Could the Edin- 
burgh Review? Certainly not. Witness the reason- 
ing of the critique before us, in nhich the idea is 
stolen from Montgomery's Puffiad, and disBgured with 
gipsy-like ingenuity to prevent detection. The Review- 
er's thus tiisfigured reasoning, Kke every other instance 
of integrity, consists of two halves : but one of them 
contradicts the other. Puffing, he says, defeats itself 
— this is one half. Puffing, thus self- defeated, does 
immense injury, >. e., does not defeat itself; this is 
the other half. Now for his diction. While accusing 
Mr. Montgomery of loose expression, he says, * Many 
intolerable lines of Mr. Montgomery's oton.' What 
model of style is this? Again, after quoting nearly 
the worst passage in Satan, he says. 

Here we conclude. If our remarks give pain to Mr. Robert 
Montgomerj^, we are sorry for it. But, at whatever cost of 
pun to individuals, literature must be puriQed from this taint. 

WTmt taint ? This is sad slip-slop for an Edinburgh 
Reviewer. The writer here forgets that nicety of relative 
grammatical construction, of a lapse in which he 
accuses another. These felicities may be found in the 
limited comments of one article, in which the critic, 
expecting, perhaps, to be criticised, is instinctively on 
his guard. Let me take one more peep at the Review. 
This is posiUvely the first passage which salutes me. 
It is headed ' Finance :' — 

Currants are a useful article of food, and, when mixed with 
flour and a little fat, make a very excellent dish.— Page 221. 
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Fat and (raw) flour 1 Heavea preserve the lieges 
from the iaflictioD of this gastrooomicaL excellence. 
The Reviewer's physical taste, like his mental, would 
be ill-appreciated on this side of the Tweed. But the 
chandler-shop minatise of the Treasury budget may be 
deemed to offer an unfair example of a model for 
style. Language is naturally debased by debased as- 
sociations. Let me, then, take a superior test — the 
admirable article on the works of a great man- 
Godwin — written by a very diSereDt personage from 
Montgomery's reviewer. Admirable as it certainly is, 
I find in it this passage. 

Mr. Godnin was the fint iMo'tf-IimWA frrooeArrC) of the doc- 
trine of Ulility. He took the whole dut; of roan— all other 
passionSi affections, rulea, weaknesses, oaths, e^ratitude, pro- 
mises, ^iendship, natural piety, patriotism, — infused them in 
the glowing cauldron of universal benevolence, and ground them 
into powder under the unsparing weight of the convictions of 
the individual understanmng. The entire and complicated 
mass and texture of human society and feeling was to pass 
through the furnace of this new phdosophy, and to come out 
renovated and changed, without a trace of its former Gothic or- 
naments, fant&stic disproportions, embossing, or relief. It was 
as if an angel had descended from another sphere to promulgate 
a new code of morality. — Page I S5. 

Here we have ' passions, affections, rules,* &c. &c., 
iafitted in a glowing cauldron ; next, ground into 
powder; then passed through a furnace and renovated 
— and then ' it was (what was, the glowing cauldron, 
the powder, or the furnace ?) as if an angel had 
descended,' Sec. &c. A ' greatly daring/ but not 
'judicious' jumble. So much for the metaphor; 
the grammar of the passage is equally correct. 
' The entire and complicated mass and texture of 
human society was,' &c. &c. But enough ! 1 scruple 
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not to say, that simiUr faults might be Found tn every 
pogeoflhe Edinburgh iieriew, were the critics rigidly 
criticised in turn, Byron, who called parliamenlKry 
oratory a grand delation, might have couple<l criti- 
cism in the same estimate. The present literary 
desideratum is, a Review of the Reviewt. 

Finally, as Montgomery (with unjustifiable teme- 
rity, as I have always thought) first attacked most of 
the gentlemen understood or admitted to be Edinburgh 
Reviewers, their critical article can only, as in the 
former case of the Westminaier Review, be deemed a 
POLITICAL REJOINDER. If it be true, aa confidently 
alleged, that the minor magazine collector of Montgo- 
mery's errors — from whom xUeEdinburyh Reviewer has 
terialim, and sometimes literatim, borrowed his exam- 
ples—is the same individual, who, by a similar elabo- 
rate process, attempted to plucb, one by one, the leaves 
from the bay-wreath of Byron, it is a curious remini- 
scence, that the Edinburgh Review attempted to 
crush in its bud that fame which the magazine writer 
attempted to canker in maturity. 

The Edinburgh Review will permit me to wish it 
joy on this sympathetic uniformity of its fortune. 
It was its lot before to be united in the same sacred, 
though bruised and lacerated, fellowship of attack 
and defeat. Poetical critics are an obstinate tribe: 
too apt to be mistaken for drones in their Idle Hourt, 
they are easily teased to vindicate their character 
as wasps, and assert the honors of their sting. Their 
venomous tooth, like that of some serpents, is gen- 
teelly sheathed on common occasions — but, * co*- 
iigoH, remordent.' It has been noticed, that the 
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elaborately collected charges againat Montgomery^ 
poetical reputation are copied •matim from a new 
periodical; the (probably deceived) proprietor Sod 
editor of which I shall not injure by naming it; the 
picked and garbled extracts are as unworthy of copy 
as reply ; but among the above-named consecutive 
copies of alleged feults, one is curious, as it would seem 
to oBer presumptive proof of collusive motives. lothe 
magazine here noticed there is a perverted passage 
from the Omnipresence, on the death of a woT-horae, 
whose rider falls on the ' bleeding breast ' of his horse, 
while the dying horse * stares ghastly and grimly on 
the skies.' Will it be believed, that the Edinburgh 
Reviewer, copying the garbled passage of the maga- 
zine, asks how the slain warrior, ' lying on his bleed- 
ing breast,' contrives to ' stare ghastly and grimly on 
the skies'? Fie I fie 1 this perversion is unworthy, 
and ungentle man like ; and some writers preferring the 
rough sincerity of truth to that hiens^nce, which I 
shall not lose sight of, would be tempted to call it 
mendacity and fraud, not criticism, as some readers, 
I lament to say, have already termed it 

The individual thus alleged to be the original author, 
at least the suggester of the Edinburgh Rejoinder, is, 
as below, addressed in the Age Reviewed. I need add 
no comment to the quotation, since the public 'wilt 
probably decide that, even in this stage of the contest, 
Montgomery has far the best of the ' set-to'. He hits 
bard 'facers,' neither readily parried, nor readily for- 
gotten; and though the battered and groaning critics 
may be anxious to say they have not felt his blows, and 
that their smarts are imaginary, they will not easily 
induce the Jeering bystanders to think so. 
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But who is he that with sardonic smile. 

And jaundiced eye, and lip weigh'd down with bile, 
8ne(j(s by, with pedlar sketches at his back ? 
The monarch of the small-beer poel pack I 
The mighly would-be cock of prose and rhyme, 
Like^Balaam's donkey, braying the sublime! 
Alike so hated by each friend and foe. 
That they applaud, who would not strike the blow. 
Did Byron's laurels feel thy blackening slime. 
And forged detection of his thought and rhyme t 
For this dull deed, may ne'er thy rhyme again 
Crawl through a page, or hobble through a strain ; 
But injured genius blast thy venal muse. 
And drive thee, snorter, to thy fostering blues. 

The attack is repeated in Safari, nith more remorse 
less vituperation and more crushing scorn — 

E'en now my eye is on a dismal wretch. 
In whom is summed up all that can prqfane 
t^tbtuaneofman ; ignoble as the dust. 
And rocky-hearted as a wretch can be. 

&C.&C. 

Enough has been advanced to shew the qito animo 
of the last attacks on Moutgoniery. He, and all who 
come before the public, are ' fair game ;' an auonymous 
rejoinder to an anonymous attack, is fair; an anony- 
mous attack on unanonymous writers, though less 
equal, if frankly conducted, is also feir ; but the fair 
public will never approve of any individual stabbing 
ft long marked victim, under the appearance of fair 
duello, — like that personification of devilish malice, 
Goethe's Mephistopheles, — beneath the arm of a de- 
ceived ally. The unfairnessofquoting none but garbled 
passages, picked out by an ambushed enemy with lei- 
surely malice, might irritate little minds, but it can only 
excite a pitying smile in ' les gens comme U faut' 
Alas ! for the littleness of all human pretence ! It is 
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well for real genius, that it is calm, patieotly conterop- 
tuous of wilful misappreciation, and self- confiding as 
to nltiiDBte results ; that, though prompt in proper 
teason, it is not easily discomposed ; and that it is only 
to the small talent of the smallest witlings, that the pro- 
verbial follacy of talented iTritabitity can jiutlyapply. 
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REPLY 

' FRASEB'S' AND ' THE MONTHLY' MAGAZINES- 



• Xhay praiie and they dupraiie they know not what, 
■ And kninr not why, but as one leads the other ; 
' Of whom to be ditpraiied weie no tlighl praiie.' 
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REPLY 

' FBASER'S' *ND ' THE MONTHLY' MAGAZINES. 

SUPPLKBIBNT TO THE SECOND EDITION. 

Several periodical works have done me the favor to 
commend the preceding effort to reform the judgment- 
seat of criticbm, and subject the opinions of modem 
critics to the restraints of critical law. But two 
magazines — Fraser's and the Monthly — have pre- 
ferred to assail me and the temperate argument I 
have thought myself at liberty to plead at the bar of 
the public, with much crapulous invecUve and ob- 
streperous personality. When I say two magazines, 
I mean two etnploy4a of those magazines, who, as I 
am well informed, are Dr. Magin and the Rev. 
George Croly. They, it seems, are both pleased to 
consider themselves inculpated by my pamphlet; the 
first as the founder of that new.school of critical black- 
guardism therein parodied and exposed, (p. 56) ; and 
the last in his double character of (religious) poet and 
critic — B. delusive union constituting part of the modern 
art of puffing, also exposed (page 150). Fully con- 
vinced that public plain sense is not so easily brow- 
beaten out of its calm opinion by mere noisy balder- 
dash, as these persons suppose, 1 have not thought it 
requisite to disturb my tranquillity by hurrying my 
reply. If these two individuals are wiUing, in answer 
k2 . 
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to the temperate tone studiously preserved in my pfib- 
lication, to exchange the language of educated gentle- 
men for that of Billinsgate^ I am not ansious to 
degrade a victorious argument by losing my equa- 
nimity ao far as to follow their example. Besides, it 
would be an unequal combat. My inexperience in 
literary blackguardism would not be a match for their 
proficiency. Setting aside their acurrilities, it b in- 
deed a sufficiently nauseous task, in order to reply to 
their ailments, to be obliged to soil my hands by 
fishing them out of the filth in which they have revelled 
in immersing them. If I am compelled therefore to 
exhibit feelings of contemptuous nausea in unwillingly 
coming into contact with my self-begrimed and unsa- 
voury assailants, they only are to blame. Dr. Magin, with 
the characteristic pedantry of a small pedagogue, finds 
nothing to object to hut the alleged inaccuracy of my 
Latin quotations, and founds his charge of false Lati- 
nity on an investigation of my printer's slip of errata. 
Is not this one of those diiviations from the right lincy 
doctor, with which you are famUiarP The doctor has, 
indeed, added one line to these f'lra/a; but as he was 
probably under the influence of that species of second 
sight vulgarly ycleped * seeing double,' the additional 
line is excusable -, yet, alas, the ' shot,' as it is in 
all such cases, is wasted. A pedant's only idea of 
crime in argument is false lAtin : and therefore the 
doctor's pedantry did not see the real fault — the 
number of the Latin quotations. To such a charge 
I should have bowed ; but that again would not have 
suited the doctor's Greek faith, since the objection 
would have drawn attention to the very unusual cir- 
cumstance that the microscopic eye of malicious and 
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practised pedantry, searching word by word a pamph- 
let of 164 pages, and that, too muck crowed with 
Latin quotations*, and even examining the printer's 
errata, could detect but one error. Yes, doctor, but 
one (e Tor is in imbelle). This trivial error of the 
press would bring no printer, nor printer's reader, into 
disrepute. What are this scholastic ' word-catcher's' 
other discoveries, skilled as he is in rectifying ' com- 
mas and points ? ' I should deem it ' sin to rob him of 
his mite.' The common law phrase * quo animo' 
(which the worthy doctor pleases to think I could have 
written ' quo animus,' although ' quo animo' is used 
before at page 123 of the pamphlet) is corrected in all 
but some dozen copies of the first impression on one 
of which the doctor pounced, I can fancy I see him 
unshaven, unbraced, ungartered, hurry, hiccupping, 
stumbling, and stuttering to the bibliopole, the sallow 
frouzyness of his beer^muddled visage becoming yel- 
lower with bilious joy as he carried off the prize. 
Phrenifia and phrenesU are equally correct. Capra^ 
and other lapses which the doctor has not ventured to 
touch, are purposely (as he must know) inserted in 
the prophetic ridicule of Dr. Magin's usual blackguard 
style of criticism (page 56) ; and I must do him the 

* llujare teventtf^me, doctor. Can jou produce ani/olAer pamphlet, 
oi even leading sitide or speech (t. ^.: Sir C. Wetberell'g, with its 
■iagle qiiotatioD five times cairected, m and out of St. Stephen's, and 
■of cvrrnt mt) eihibitJnK such a proof of proportiimale accuracy la 
Latimtf ? 1 think not. f have now furnished you a few more quota- 
tjons to try conclxwona on. Of eoime, taj Latin ' aulhoritiea ani 
Rtolea &om the laat EnglM giommar' — (Fraser's No. 6., p. 674) 
irbieh, M the bull Humt the doctor never looked into one, and as he is 
not familiar with Enclish (for to call the' chaffing' slansof SiGiWn, 
nud by beggara, thieves and i^ypaies, Engtiah, would be a libel) — hu 



to introduce, imuUl be a profilatie acqua 
■ ' 1 of tl 



f Murray, whom I beg 



bi* friend the obitreperous > Angel of the World,' who often breaks 
Piisdan'e brad, in ae Iiiah faituou, ' fot love.' 
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justice to aay that he has fully and laboriously sinned 
up to alt the defects of the mock example. He may 
justly snap his finger at the ' Greek humbug Longinns.* 
My mode of writing tsvp in English characters, which 
our Irish Caleb Quotem pronounces 'VaJpyan and 
cockneyGed,' the doctor must know has good and 
learned warrant. (See Bryant on the derivation of 
purua, bury ; see also dvo, nttu, duple, cube, Suria, 
Sulla, lacrumtE, clupeua, lutra, &c. The Germans 
always pronounce die Greek y as u.) As to the 
doctor's interpretation of * communis sensus,' which, 
accordiDg to him, implies tact, I retain the opinion 
I ejipressed, though previously aware of Gifford'a 
authority. Dr. Magin is, indeed, the last person 
whose estimate of common sense I should be willing 
to take. But what has the besotted pedantry of 
ihe doctor's entire article to do with a pamphlet 
inquiring into the laws of criticism, the existence of 
a critical standard, now in utter abeyance, and the 
poetical grade, according to those laws and standard, 
of Robert Montgomery ? Against this ioquiry, argu- 
mentative process, and estimate, the doctor tacitly ad- 
mits that he cannot find pne word to say. Supposing 
I were as bad a Latinist as the doctor (having no other 
notion of literary o&ence) pleases to wish that it should 
be believed I What then? The erudite simpleton is 
quite welcome to his little victory over the printer's 
error of e for w ; I will readily, if it will please the 
doctor, shift it from the printer's shoulders to my own ; 
His whole debate — 

Disputes of me or te, or out, or at; 

To sound or sink in eano, o, or a, 

Or give up Cicero to C or K— 
will be considered of less consequence in good society 
than amidst the stuttering compotations of the * Pig 
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and tfTiittl^ and the bircfa-Bonriahing honours of Iri^ 
hedge-schoots. I readily admit the worthy doctor's 
superiority in deciding on the gender of ictua. He 
has probably had reason during some of his crapulous 
exploits at the said ' Pig and WhUll^ to feel, without 
utuler-sfandiTig, by ' tact' — (perhaps I should say, 
con-tact, doctor P) that a knockdown blow is masculine ; 
more especially when the pummelled person remains 
neuter. The doctor may say with ' cudgelled Roper' 
in the Dunciad : 

And oh ! he cried, vhat street, what lane but knows. 

Our thumpings, pumpings, btankettings, and blows ; 

In every ' oyster-shop,' our works are seen. 

And the fresh vomit runs fbr ever green. 
Physician, physic yourself, is a good adage. Would 
it not have been wiser, doctor, before you virtually 
admitted the rotteaneBS of your cause, by concoct- 
ing a criticism out of a printer's slip of errata, 
to have looked into the lapses of your own magazine, 
which contfuns no more pages than my pamphlet. In 
the number just published, which dishonours me by 
^e mitigated personality of its attack, we have at 
page 90, (Eraser's Magazine*, No. 7.) 
"nmeo Danaoa dona ferentes. 
Would it not have been as well, doctor, to have intr0< 
duced et after Danaos P Your own ' cacolology* wants 
curing, Dr. PanglossI Respue quod non es. But 
what will the public say, most erudite and illustrious 
doctor, when told that within a few leaves of your 

* I puiposely ipared this nbusiTa magaiias in the Gnt imUace, 
al Mr. Frasai lunr probably knowi, for dmnetlic rcoMnfr-leasoni 
which have hitberto alone ratruDed me bom dianing some of the 
Literaiy cmupincy bete brau^t, for iti literary ddinquendea, to the 
bw of public o^on,— before a legal Iribuital. It wai hardly reqninte 
for wroe of then ' geuHemen' with laborioiu and nipererogatory fally, to 
flnniih me with new ptooft endnewl^alcon&mationi of their perti- 
BMaoDi, meligiwnt, and pmmAMe coUunon. 
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•ttock (HI my priater'a alip of errata, there are in one 
psge (page 678) not less than the three following siic- 
cessive bliuiders in bo common a language as French. 

1. Cut cause est rempire aue U nature a doimi 
. 2. Le voinnage des parties te plus sennbles du corps. 

3. A cet etat succedent la larguer (langueur) I'abatte- 

' Perhaps the doctor may plead that although rich 
m Latin, he is & pauper as to French ; and it is only 
fair to concur with his leading article (page 637), 
' that the fountain-head of pauperism is poverty.' A 
valuable truism 1 

But the doctor and his colleagues are also adepts 
in the style called nonsense, as witness (Fraser's, page 
53, No. 7J :— 

Poetry, nhich' in the latter years of jfischylus, and the 
earlier davg of Sophocles, had been the brighltteiiqf a veiled 
Jaee in the dark places, mas then the vndimmed ra^&ance of a 
countenance looking like a girl of Tempi through a tran^arent 
mantle. Sublimity, the light of poetry in its birth and in its 
resurrection, had become mellowed into a tnjl gloaming, 
somethiog like the mingling light and harmony of a ti^Aftm- 
gaie't Aome— and this wai beiatty of thought. 

' Incore I' Another ' coop d'ftU,' as the orange doc- 
tor would say. 

The melodies of this sweetest of Israel's harpers, are associa- 
ted in my mind with titt/aintly illumined face of some beau- 
tiful Moravian maiden, about whom my memory hangt in 
darkening fold*, glimmering only here and there, as some 
dearer remembrance, like a aittw't finger, rests upon it. 

' Oeat et mo»t exciUint,^ doctor, to use yonr own 
Milesian French. Ancient Pistol never uttered any 
true DO-meaning more grandiloquent The confused 
jumble of logic and Irish eloquence is charmingly 
absurd, and calculated to oblectate any doctorial head 
bemused, whether sleeping or waking for three and 
twenty out of the four and twenty hours, with ' ale or 
viler liquors.' In order to appreciate two xmtencet 
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like the above, the doctor must, indeed, have ' drank 
himself,' aa Bardolpfa aays, ' out his five sentences.' 

To use your own exqaisite grammar, doctor, for you 
are equally skilled in English grammar, as you are 
erudite in Irish eloquence, and successful as a Greek, 
I may conclude by asking: ' To what good are soch 
things' (page 695). This is as ' iligant' English, 
doctor, as your Irish metaphor of Froth tinkling 
(Fraser's, No. 7, p. 113) is superb. It is not the 
froth that tinkles, doctor, at the various bacchanalian 
crypts where you and your contubemalian grade of 
' gentlemen of the press^ are clamorous for porter and 
oystere. Nol the froth of the ' heavy wet,' as you 
ofteo so learnedly inform us, should be ' blown off*;' it 
is the half-pence, when requested to be paid for the 
frothy luxury, that tinkle, while ' mine host's' eyes 
twinkle doubtless, at the unusual godsend of a trans- 
ferred portion of your brass. 

Cujus acelo*, 

Cujus conchu + tumes ? in qua te quaero proaauchti X ? 

I thus, with Christian goodwill, leave, in the midst 
of such associates and associations as delight him, the 
worthy Ultra Ex-Subeditor of the Ex-New Times, 
who, with intelligible mali^ancy, and in conspiring 
co-operation with another Ex-Subeditor of the same 
extinct ultra periodical at the time it was coupled 
with the Courier, who, — by writing epicene, (that means 
neuter^, I think doctor,) epicene radicalism in a Sun- 
day paper, is subjecting its originally good constitution 
to the various stages of atrophy (that means slow waat- 

' Heavy wet' 
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ing, I think, doctor I) — stuttere out a wish to insinuate 
that I had coatemporaneous engagements in the New 
Timet and Timei. I never had an engagement in 
either paper*, and never received one farthing from 
either. The doctor probably meant his colleagued 
assailant on me, in the Montfay Megazine, whom I am 
next to answer, and who really had engagements in 
both papers, in which the Beverend Gentleman was 
engaged as theatrical critic. 

The Reverend Editor of the Monthly Magazine, 
begins logically enough to impugn my authority as a 
critic, before he attempts to pull down his brother re- 
ligious poet. This metaphorical ' Milesian' (1 happen 
to be a Welshman) who cannot 

Ope 
His mouth but oat thoe flies a trope ; 
whose entire style is notoriously a pyebald jumble o' 
strained Irish metaphors, pounces, like another Scylla 
on the Ithacans, on the six unhappy metaphors sprinkled 
over the deck of my pamphlet. He is abundantly wrath- 
ful against all ; but agunst one especially, which he 
misquotes, the sudden anti-metaphorical zeal of the 
metaphorical editor boils over. He rages against 
it . like a mad bull, when exasperated at the sight of 
his own shadow. ' Henc$ the limited chances of dis- 

• llie doctor, vbile sulieditii^ and Burkeing tlie ' Kip', may have 
nen leadins articles from the jfntf aul Eaex Mtrairi/, during the 
tiroyearHfroml825 to June 182811 edited it fi. ^., wrote its leading 
•rticlei), copied into the "nma, end Uurncs drawn his infraence. My 
politica have, indeed, been pceciaely those of the Tima, from the date 
of my Brat article tventy years tieti in the Eamminer, against Nc^ro 
Slavery, down to my advocacy of the Spanish Constitutionalifta (and 
that liogle handed, since I urged waiUke demanBtration to ptevent;the 
French Bourbons crossing the iBtdassoa) in three papers, two provincdal, 
and one metropolitaa, of now unrivalled circulation. I constantly pre- 
dicted then, that the infamoiii sggiesaion on lilierty would ultimately 
desti^ p'Angoulgme, and dethrone his bmily. Catatmiiait Mina'i day 
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coveriag the first heliacal eiaenion of a (any) nen 
poetical star from the loner belt of the vulgar horizon.' 
This I confess b bad, and I am still more ashamed to 
confess that I unconsciously borrowed the metaphor 
from the Reverend Editor't manly Jubilate pamphlet 
on the Qveen'killing coronation of Qearge /^., which 
the Reverend Editor sent to various editors of country 
papers, and to me, then aoonymous Editor of a north- 
eastern paper, among the rest, requegtvng them to puff 
it. Precise instructions were, moreover, given in certain 
confidential quarters, to press the fact — subsequently 
urged by him in his Two-monthly Review, also ' kilt' 
like the ' Kip' and New Times — (the whole diquehave 
always killed every periodical they have presumed 
to manage, or for the puffing management of which 
they have intrigued) — the fact of his religious aupe- 
Ttority to Byron as a poet The reverend gen- 
tletnau knows nothing of the person who ' rejoiceth 
in the name of Edward Clarkson.' Convenient 
obliviousness ! since Edward Clarkaon preceded kim 
as* Editor of the very Monthly Magazine which 
he now edits, before the reverend Editor converted 
it from liberalism to ultraism, and not liking such 
violent changes, however usual with the various 
conspiring subeditors of The extinct New Times, 
Edward Clarkson gave iinfo^ivable offence to the pre- 
sent proprietor of the Monthly Magazine f, by trans- 

* In this c^Bci^ I mote the long article (claimed by othen) ' On 
the NoH Etenalg o/litt fVarU,' Bi^ued on the mathemalical proceli of 
induction, which any reader, l)f leterringto the two last numbeiB of the 
Monthl; Maguine, Old Serin, will find made dmsiitecable itii, and 
attracted large coneapaudrace. 

T I gave similar ofience to the nme party, by tranifetring ftom 
the.Ainfte AiirBo/,a»iTie» of jm/ui'rtM articles to the OriaUal Herald 
of Hr. Bucldogfaam, on the Bame Kore, tix^ my confiirmity with the 
political tenets of the latter. So much for the ofiuwt of tfab attack! 

Google 
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fening his setieB of what had been made leading 
articles in the Monthly Magazine, to an honourable 
man — Mr, Thelwall — and, like himself, a consistent 
friend of civil and religious liberty. The present editor 
of the Monthly Magaxine affects equal ignorance of 
my strictures on the hiert^lyphical language, the re- 
ference to which, in those four little characters (1811,) 
contains more food for certain phonetic daws in 
borrowed plumet to chew, then the reverend gentle- 
man can understand. The reverend editor may as 
well boast of forgetting himgdf, like his colleague; 
since those strictures (estimated as peculiarly worth 
the expense of wood-cuts) constitute the leading 
articles of the very Monthly Magazine, which he edits, 
for the greater part of the year preceding his editorship. 
The reverend gentleman, in conformity with his New 
Times' solitary attack on it (and a curious circum- 
stance relative to Sir John Stoddart, is connected with 
this allusion) in conjunction with a late ultra-editor of 
the Berkikire Chronicle, also as the Reverend Thea- 
trical Critic will recollect, an Ex-Sube^tor of the Ex- 
NevB Times — the third referred to — does me the favour 
also to disvalue, a second time, my Romance of Her- 
wald de Wake*. It is but a Gomance, and may not 
be reaUy worth more than sixpence, or Salathiel. 
But the ' Angel' of the critical and Millenary ' world," 
ought to have in common consistency known that it 
was praised in the moat unqualified terms by Mr. S — , 
Eformer editor, in this very Monthly Magaxine which 
he now edits .' .' 

* Tho EgypliBii scenes of initiation, in the Necropofii beneath the 
Great Pyramid, which constitute neatly one a{ the three tolumei, are ao 
itrikingly like the aa.Die aceties in the ' Epicureui,' that, as they may 
have at least suggested the latter, 1 cannot but flatter myself that 
Mr. Hoore hu nonoured me by a perusal of thii mnk. 
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The revereod gentleman says he can ptiicfaase it 
for ninepence. If he will take the copy to Mr. 
Kidgeway, I vill pay him the publishing price for it, 
thus giving him the opportunity of earning more than 
he ever can expect to do by preaching hia volume of 
sermonB. But as one good turn deserves another, 
the reverend gentleman will perhaps have the poUte- 
ness to give me the publisher's price for such of his 
various literary offspring as I may redeem from the 
greasy fingers of the cheesemongers aod tripemen, 
or awake from their grim repose on the dusty shelves 
of the book-stalls. The balance will be greatly in 
my &vour. 

In all this, the reverend Editor acts on the honest 
system of some of the lower canaille of the Press, 
who, equally contemptuous and ignorant of the 
decencies of good society, uniformly abuse the Editors 
into whose places they shuffle themselves. Like the 
craped footpad, creeping with dastard cautiou in the 
dark, they first steal a man's purse, and then abuse 
him for not having the stolen purse. While devouring 
the grapes, they blaspheme the planter of the vine. 
Such ruffians would steal the clothes from the backs of 
children, and then boast, with profligate efirontery, of 
having reduced them to nudity, or stabbed them in 
the back. Your presumptuous New Series (and of 
newspapers as well as magazines,) oflen ' foists its 
Creator ia the days of its youth,' till reminded, by the 
growing debility of its circulation, of premature old 
age, approaching decay, and inevitable dissolution. 

The attack on Montgomery as a reli^ous poet, by 
the reverend Editor, (he being himself a religious 
poet) is conducted on the same dmntereited principle. 
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The assailants resemble the ugly Tartar recorded by 
Hudibras, who could think of no other means to make 
himself look handsome, but by knocking out the 
brains of every handsome fellow he encountered. 

Let us briefly examine this pretended criticism of 
the Monthly Magazine. It is, in fact; a mere 
rechauffi of the old garbled extracts from the ' Omni- 
presence,' as collected by an Ultra colleague of the 
reverend gentleman in stripping the laurels from Lord 
Byron's brows, in order therewith to cover their own 
poetical baldness. A few specimens from this dung- 
beap of musty and ragged criticism, may be taken up 
with quarantine caution at the point of the fingers 

Unearthlj terror gripeH hia coward fame. 

' Omnipresence.' 

Clanely note on that tame, by the reverend 
' Milesian.' 

' Imagine terror griping a murderer. A dose of 
coWmj would do no more,' Is notthis ' beastly dirty!" 

The reverend gentleman's colleague, in the same 
spirit, makes a stiB more dirty ' comment on my 
phrase " pungent gripe of the satire," which I cannot 
soil my paper by quoting. Is not ' this blackguardism P' 

The succeeding quotation is as polished in its wit, 
as the preceding is cleanly in its manners : 

Hon did thy presence smite all Israel's eye. 

' Omnipresence.' 

Note by the reverend disciple of Knox. " This 
is very like giving Israel a black eye." How facetious ! 
This ' apostolic blow' is worthy of other critical and 
witty professors of ' real fancy and science !' 

A third quotation will show what it is for ' Milesian' 
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Abmtiees to be immersed for aiiy consiilemMe time 
in the cess-pool effluvia of Cockneyism, till they 
clane/orgit outd Ireland.' 

The meadow minstrels carol to the scene. 



" Note by the reverend Editor. What have birds to 
do with meadows?" Innocent inquirer! Surely some 
cockney from the suburban hedgerows and reeking 
brickkilDs of Brompton, must have interpolated this 
in order to smoke the reverend gentleman ; his Irish 
colleague in ' Fraser's' having already informed us 
that nightingales bray!! He denies the existence of 
sparrows, and the sneering wag presents htm with a 
lark. But, perhaps the ' Milesian' birds differ from 
the English ; or like the Irish reptiles, (biped or 
otherwise) not liking their own bogs and fogs, favour 
us with their exclusive company. 

So much for the wit and knowledge of this pseudo- 
criticism on H. Montgomery. A more serious chai^ 
remains — that of wilful falsification. 

The MtHithly critic says that Montgomery in my 
pamphlet, is ' unblushingly compared to Milton.' This 
is untrue. I repeatedly assert his dissimilarity and 
inferiority: and compare him to Akenside, Cowper, 
and Young, but chiefly to the latter: (page 61.) 

The Monthly Magazine Editor says, that ' accord- 
ing to Mr. Clarkson, Montgomery's description of 
the last day is superior to anything in the Pleasures 
of Hope or Memory.' This is untrue. I say, on the 
contrary, (page 118) that it is faulty and inflated; 
that it is only better than Young's which is not good; 
and I adduce but two phrases from each in proof of 
the fairness of this comparative estimate. 

The Monthly Critic again asserts that I wrote thus; 
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' Uie thought is weighty, but Wee Young, it plays on 
the surfiice of actioDS.' 

This is untrue, I say of the latire, that like Young's 
tarcaim, it plays, &c. (page 123). 

The Eraditijtsimo Reverendiatimo again purposely 
misquotes : " Soared like the heliacal emersiou," &c. 
&c. This is another wilful falsification. ' Soared 
like,' are words foisted in by Uie ingenious, but not 
ingenuous reverend. Again, "" heliacal emersion" is 
applied to Mr. Croly—and to all poets who struggling 
into light, write for the reading minority, (see p. 17); 
not, as he labours shiftily to infer, exclusively to Mr. 
Robert Montgomery. 

Our critical ' Milesian' says, * The Universal 
Prayer * * *, Mr. Clarkson assures us, resembles the 
goigeous &c. 

Mr. Clarkson says no such thing. On the con- 
trary, I expressly disapprove (page 118) the Universal 
Prayer, as unworthy of Montgomery's fame. 

liie poetical critic affirms that 1 (as well as others) 
deprecate attack on the score of Montgomery's youth. 
Monthly Magazine, page 212). 

This is not only untrue ; but the critic must have 
known it to be so when he pledged his editorial cha- 
racter to the falsehood, since he has the ' Milesian' 
effrontery to appropriate, without the politeness of 
acknowledgment, the series of examples which 1 
adduce (page 32) to prove that poetical precocity is 
a common occurrence, and, therefore, that a poet's 
youth can neither be matter of praise nor depreciation. 

So much for the good faith of my reverend assiuUnt. 
His critical acquaintanceship wiUi authors, is equal 
to his good faith. To display this, he ventures out 
of his depth in some collateral remarks on Juvenal 
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and MiltOD. And first, — irith laughable caution, how- 
ever, eschewing the risks of Latin quotation,— he pays 
his respects to the former. Will any of the reading 
public believe, that this Bavian Zoilus — half poetaster, 
half criticaster — who imposes on them with the muffled 
bugbear of the dogmatic ' we/ is ignorant that Juve- 
nal's style is characterized by coarseness P Why, 
Millenarian Sir, his coarseness amonnts to obscenity. 
Is obscenity ' due to man and his worth,' Mr. Croly? 
The word ' straddle' is unhappily too close a translation 
of Juvenal's prurient energy ; his vituperation, indeed, 
not only stings {pungit ) but ' butchers ;' and the 
words 'pustuled' and ' porkish whiteness,' (page 
204) are Juvenalian, precisely for the very reason this 
pseudo-critic thinks they are not, — their coarse energy 
and stigmatizing condensation. There is ' pungency'' 
of wi^— ' I thank thee, Jew, {fVandering Jew, of 
course,) for teaching me that word' — in Juvenal, but it 
b stained, like the pothouse wit of the reverend gentle- 
nian's colleague, and as the Monthly, but not witty^ 
attack on me is stained, by ' beastliness' and * black- 
guardism.' May I not add that the latter is also stained 
by intentional falsification ? May I not add, by stupid 
inhtuation, when I state that this * grave and reverend 
signor' can, in the midst ofhis silly quibbles and • word 
catching,' suffer the following passage to turn his 
minute shuffling and Slop-paW research into ridicule? 

* Montgomery makes his Damon (this is the Irish 
way of pronouncingi)e?ncm, and ludicrously betrays the 
'Milesian' concoctor of the criticism) gaze around.' 
The process was ' as thus' — The Orange Bishop in 
peHQ,whiledictating his critical inspirations, says to his 
Sub-Deacon, ' Arrah, Janns dear, write Dmion (Da- 
a-mon) now,' and ' Damon' is accordingly written. 

So much for the modern Damon and Pyihiut! (u 
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for ii, again, Dr. PangloBS I !) So mach foi tpiritt^aix 
theatrical, critical, and poetical inspiration. 

This reverend •' person's' knowledge of the style of 
^lilton is as great as his knowledge of that of Juvenal, 
— of English as of Latin. Let us ' elucidate.' Here 
follows a passage meaut to be very fine ; it b the 
^illenarian*8 usual jumble of metaphors, in which, 
while attacking mine and hit own, he favours me with 
his countenance by patronizing and appropriating one 
of those which he attacks {the concluding passage) 
with true Milesian coolness. The reverend gentle- 
man's countenance, in this particular^ is far from 
handsome. Milton's Paradise Lost, he says (pugpZlS) 
f is copious aud stately, but natural and characteris- 
tic ; in description lavish and picturesque ; in sentiment 
high-toned and sincere. Its very perusal is an, act 
of devotion n The world and its countless interests, 
its joys and sorrows ; its idle, but seducing day- 
dreams fades off our minds. IVe breathe a loftier 
(itnuttphere, &c.' The excessive absurdity of this 
magniloquent rigmarole I goodhumouredty spare ; 
VJDCe a laugh is worth something, and one ought to be 
gratefpl. I shall say nothing of the reverend gentle* 
man's Irish orthodoxy in recommending his bishop 
and brother-churchmen to imbue themselves with the 
study of Milton's mingled Socinianism aud Arianism 
8s an ' ACT OF DEVOTION !' But Milton is pronounced 
fnafurol.' No one but a ' im/urai ' would say so. Is it 
credible that any critical tyro, English or Irish, could 
venture to insult the reading public and the ' school- 
master' (not the doctor, though he, too, is generally 
' abroad') with such an affirmation ? A schoolboy of a 

• ■ TW ' doril' is Kquested not to piiiit thb ' penona,' or ' puaon.' 
Wti must write ' by the card,' and an « or « might ' uudo ua.' 
Mr. Croly'a SpBulah, by the way, is u bad u hii boiuy cixgnniinlar't 
French. See 'Uonthlir Maguine' (pue 167 to 201). What de- 
grading iDWmpet«iKy 1 What deiincalile and fraudulent pcetence is 
Ibiii to criticiiot 11 
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fourth form would be justly flowed for such ignoruice. 
Nothiug but the little occasional disguises of the * Irish 
doctor* could excuse the callous nudity of this exposure. 
Natural P why, reverend Sir, it is most unnatural ; the 
artificial structure of hb style is its most singular 
cliaracteristic. But do not take myVord: take that 
of the lexicographer Dr. Johnson, who knew tonte- 
tkitig of English, He says that Milton's ' style is 
fonned on a perverse and pedantic principle ;' — ' he 
wrote no language, but has formed what Butler calls 
a Babyloniah diaiect;' that ' his diction so far- 
removed from common use,' that the reader, on open- 
ing fab work, ' finds himself surprised by a new lan- 
guage,' and finally, that nothing but Milton's ' exalted 
genius' conltl reconcile us to ' its deformUy.' 

TTib ' deformity' being the reverend ' Milesian's' 
Irish view of what is ' natural,' I here leave him 
to seek consolation or compotatioo with hb leariied 
aad cacological colleague, Dr. Fangloss. They may 
compare notes as to what is ' common sense' or tact, 
and as to what is ' natural' (illegitimate and soft- 
headed are, I think, two of the meanings ofthb word, 
doctor!) All that remains is to turn the offenders 
off, and wish them an exit as little painful as possible. 
' Farewell, thin,' as Swift said to two similar col- 
leagues*, ' beloved and loving pair! Few equals 
will you leave behind 1* 

In this advanced stage of the new farce of the 
' Critics criticised,' the reader will probably feel little 
concern to see more than the drop-scene. It will not 
be requisite to waste my time or his in exposing para^ 
graph by paragraph the scandalous bad faith with 
which the extracts from the * Omnipresence,' with 

'Battle of the Boob*. 

DilizodbvGoOglc 
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aeowed efiroDtery, taken from the most incorrect edi- 
lioDj are garbled in the Monthly Magaxine. The pub- 
lic verdict is, I feel convinced, given in my&vour; and 
further exposure is superBuous. The calm and good- 
humoured voice of truth will always prevail over the 
angry virulence of interested motive and obvious col- 
lusion. But it ought to be remarked, as an example 
of Irish compliment and Irish rhetoric, that Mont- 
gomery's irritable, noisy, and wrathful assailants, curi- 
ously concur in two defamatory chafes which they 
bring against the reading public whom thet/ addreai 
and the writing community to which they belong.' 
Let us ' elucidate.' They say, Is^, that the whole 
public, who purchased Montgomery's twelve editions, 
while they with obstinate dulaess duamraged one edi- 
tion of any work of the enraged objectors, are blocka 
more thick, stolid, and solid, than ever were used by 
barber or shipwright ; a very nation of king logs : 
2nd., that all the critical brethren of the assailants, 
appertaining to the almost entire town and country 
press, who approved the said twelve editions, and 
in ftct ohiefly caused the sale, were either fools 
or knaves; either most espe^ciid and portentously 
long-eared asses, or bribed hirelings. This is * too 
flattering.' But ' hear both sides' is a sound 
English adage ; and therefore I cannot conclude 
better (since such conclusion, too, will be in the com- 
paring and temperate spirit of the whole pamphlet) 
than by opposing to the estimate of the Rev. GeOrge 
Croly, Dr. Magin, and all the other exes from the 
extinct New Times, that of the reverend critic's former 
employer — the Editor of the Times, whom the re- 
verend and his colleagues so egregiously eulogize as a 
fool, a knave, and a hireling. 

DilizodbvGoOglc 
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■The author is, we understuid, a vety vomw mtn; but, 
in this production, he ha« displayed a d^tk and matutilv r^ 
thought — a strength aadjiutnegg of reasoning, which would do 
HONOUR TO ANv wEiTKROETaa paxsKiTT DAY. His versifics- 
\ion combiner, in no ordinary degree, energy md elegance ; his 
figures are beautffulli/ appropriate— ^hey are never introduced 
merely at the au^stion of hncy, but are called in to illustrate 
some feeling of the mind, or some afi^ction of the heart A 
flowing Bpint of fervid devotion distLnguiahes the whole work ; 
m every page we find — 

" Thmghts that breath*, and words that bom !" 
Tbe author spears to have felt that he stood in the presence 
of Him whose greatness he was celebrating ; to Him he has 
prayed for inniiration, and from Him he has received it. He 
describee loith/dieitoM effect the [vesence of the Deity in all 
limes and places— is the darkness of night, is the storms of 
winter, in the mild breath of spring, in the gorgeous glory of 
summer, and in the fruition of autumn. The author nas 
inculcated this prinaple with a force and vigour worthy qf 
the thane: he <^a on his fellow -men, eloquently and affec- 
tionately, never to let the fact escape from their memory, that 
the Deity is ever present ; and he argues that, where such a 
feeling exists, it must check the growth of evil, counteract the 
tendency of human nature to vice, and extend the empire of 
virtue. A purer body of ethiet we hare never read; and he 
who could peruse it withovt emotion, clothed aa it is in the 
grace/ill garb of poetiT, must have a tkry coid and inbbi*- 
BiBLS HE AST. — The TSmee,' 

Here is ao flinching. Therefore, expende AnnStalem. 
How much might you estimate, Mr. Croljr, the pur- 
chase money of the Editor of the Times? Hence we 
might, by rule of three, infer what it would cost to 
bribe 8 theatrical critic of the same paper. 

I have done for the present with Robert Mont- 
gomery's present assailants. 

Fixed on the rack of Satire let them lie, 

f^t gaihage for the hellhound Infamy. 
A new supplement, or a new pamphlet, as it may 
happen, will be ready for any more worthies of this 
Bavian and Maevian Conspiracy, nursedlike sooterkins 
among the fetid aod mouldy cinders of the extin- 
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guiihed New Timet*, — whenever they mey feel a sto- 
mach for the encounter. Neither their cause, their 
motives, nor their talents, are to be feared ; and in 
one respect they are still less to be feared ; since 
this ultra iSIoppite clique, turned adrift by the prolonged 
decadence, and final extinction of the Ex-New Times, 
have uniformly Burked every paper and periodical, 
whether radical or ultra, into fatal connexion with 
which^generally by promises of more eSectu^ pufp- 
IN<9— sometimes by the most impudent apostacy or 
treacherously ambidexter politics — they have since in- 
sinuated themselves. Perhaps I may be induced, at my 
leisure, and in good time, to amuse the public with the 
secret memoirs of the Conspiracy. 

Mox in reluctantes dracones. 

* Hut I may not appear to deal in Tague and causeless Inffltiuatioas, 
a ffw unmaikiDg words may he dropped Dr. Msnn, an Ei-Sabeditor 
of the New lIcaBi, asserts, under the carer of a litUe knansh miinililing 
(Fraser'g Magaime, No. 6, page 722), that during the lime I was 
' Valp;;an Editor' of the Sunday "nmes— about four Tears— duriiig 
which time I aftea wrote the eizfat or ten leaders which that paper then 
pave, and conlinnaUy not less Uian ten or Itrelve columns (tsutamount 
m quantity, to tbii pamphlet every week) of original cootrihution — 
duruw the time, moreoTer, when so far from ' not flouriibiog,' which 
the ' Sip- and the New 'Hmes Subeditor, itammers forth a coUative wish 
to bint, it nearly doubled its circulatioa, of which fact, better proob 
(L.ad.^rao{s)tlia]itheattestiiiKaSi>lavit3iHniitedin the paper itseU', eon 
be readily giren, if I am challeaged to do so — during a, time when 
arery icrap and line of mamucrip^ proprietary or otherwise, were sub< 



Utaaisbing blindneu of eoafession, only accountable by ii 
that the above ' voluminous JUsi.* (and Toluminous they must, indeed, 
be if col!octed), which, by a Uw-enforood rule, are deposited in weekly 
packets. In the bonds oF the prisler, were transferred to, and are now in 
the hands of another confederate Ei-Subeditor of the Ei-New Times — 
that New Times, it being remembered, be'iig an Ultra, the Sunduy 
Times a Radical puhlicadon. This is asserled. If true, it would be 
my duty to-morrow, to subject (notwilhstaning the domestic resttiuaing 
motiTesrBforredtojthewhole junta, with Jfr. Burington fti^ (already 
k^^y committed, sly as he is) at their head, to aa action for con- 



•ptracT. The legal details it would develope would, at all events, 
furnish aa amusioK deiaumtaii to the l«gl scene of the Jfi ' 
Gm/rmfrqr. But I am at liberty to ^bidieve Dr. Magin, 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

Whsk the foregoing remarks were ?mtten, I little thought I 
should have occasion to add any ' more last words ;' but the 
following advertisement, which 1 copy from the Morning 
Chromcle of August ISUi, irreaistiblf claims my attention. 



The most illilKral attacks having of late been repeatedly made 
upon me as a Publisher, by certain Reviewers, who, in their 
leal to destroy the popularity, and with a view to account for 
the extenuve sale, of Mr. R. Montgomery's Poems, charge me 
with having unduly raised that author into public favour by a 
system of Puffins, which they thus define: — 1st, By the 
Publisher having nis own Review — 2dly; By his exchanging 
favours with otiier Reviews — 3dly; By his influencing the 

Eublic opinion through the lileraiy coteries — and 4thly ; By 
is bribing the periodical press ; — I feel myself called upon to 
declare (and 1 de^ any man living to disprove the assmion), 
that this is a deliberate and malicious calumny. 1st, I have 
no Review whatever. !dly, I have not the power of exchanging 
fovours with other Reviews, and should disdain so to use 
it if I had — 3dly, I am not connected, either directly or in- 
directlr, with any of the coteries — and 4thly, I never bribed, 
or paid, or offered to pay, any individusJ connected with the 
periodical press, to praise the works of Mr. Monteomeiy, or 
any other works in which I have an interest. Ivbat othert 
may do, who notoriouily pottess the above meant, and aa 
notoriously uie them, concerns not me. I thall, therefoTg, 
moAe no comment on the motives mhich influence thete gentlt~ 
men, nor point to the corrupted source* whence the venom 
Jhws; but I appeal to the public, whether it is nota gross 
abuse of critical power, and a flagrant instance of critical in- 
justice, thus to invade my property and impugn my conduct, 
on grounds which, I repeat, are at once mahcious, scandalous, 
and false? 

Sauuxl Maithsrr. 

lUs is certunlr manly and straightforward enough, and 
written in a tone of such honest indignation, that if the anony- 
mous gentlemen, thus intcribed and branded, can feel any thing 
Ughter than a horsewhip, /««/ they must. That the shamefulhr 
mshonest artifices resorted to by the junta— who, chiefly hold- 
ing their brief Irom the Gkeat Asca-PuFMa, audaciously 
>t^;matize the wbole town and country press with the charge of 
being bribed like themselves — called for some notice from the 
publisher and proprietor of Montgomery's poems, I am quite 
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ready to admit ; nav, that a total silence on bit part, might have 
even twen regardwby the ' miscellaneoui rabble,' — who, ineom- 
peteot of comparatiTe Jud^ent, always consider the last and 
noisieit bufibon to be the victor,— as amounting to an admission 
of the validity of thete reiterated slanders. Otherwise the whole 
clique are only fit to be laughed at. But I must say he appears 
to me to have onljf haff und«r*to^ his case. I should really 
have given him credit for knowing the ' mysteries' of his pro- 
ftsiion better, He not only disclaims al! conneiLion vrith the te- 
cq;>roeally-reviewing coteries and the ' can me, caw thee' sys- 
t«n; bnt he addi, with a naiveti quite amusing, I should 
think, to the {rentlemen twtcerned — (and concerned they 
really are) — ' I nf ver bribed, or paid, or offered to pay, 
any individual connected with the periodical press.' — Ay, 
thm's the rub!' One of the secret motives^of attack — pw- 
baps ' the very head and front of his offending' in Ibe eyes 
of the Buiiingtonians, 1 respect Mr. Maunder's feelings ; but 
I am at a loss to conjecture how he couid pen the sentence 
jnit quoted, and not be struck with the fact, that his greatest 
sin was a *«n of omittion (t. e., he never bribed or paid, &c.) 
Now, if he had been well read in Burlingtoniana, or made 
himself an adept in the arcana of Burlington Street — if he had 
* Imbed or pwd," — instead of expecting, ' good easy man,' to 
reap honest fame or profit in times like these, from honest 
practices, — neither He nor his author would have beetl the objects 
of half the rabid abuse which has been lavished on tHem. Had 
he resorted to that golderi system of puffing, ttefitting the 
present golden age of literary morals, there would have been 
no growung, no barking, nor biting — the jealouS watchdogs of 
literature would have fawned and slavered on him like spaniels, 
and he might have plundered * my pubhc* with impunity. Aye, 
had he ' bribed or paid,' &c., he might have innndated the 
country with the veriest eicrementitious (rash that ever exuded 
in a nishionable novel, foamed in MlUenarian delirium, or 
raped and snivelled m libellous and penny-trumpet imitation of 
ttie sonorous, enchanted tiom of 'Walter Scott He might then 
have been laudedto the skies for his ' public spirit and liberality,' 
instead of l>einglampooned and belied by the hungry descendants 
of Zoilus and Thersites, for having ushered into the world the 
undying works of Rot>ert Montgomery. 

Again, therefore, for the present, I take leave to make my 
bow. Bon jour, Wetsieurs; and to use the 'parlez tioop/ay- 
<a/e,ciOT/;i^,'Frenchof my worthy' Mileaan' friends, ' a nous 
revoyer.' 
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